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ODE XI. 





NAGREON, you're old, 
You're old, the women say; 
Get a mirror, and behold 
Your locks, how thin and grey; 
For your shining pate but few 
Poor stragglers can display. 



1 little care to tell 
Whether Tvc hair or not. 
But iliis, I know full well. 
That every old man ought 

To be jolly, and make the most 
Of the little time he's got. 
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ST. NICHOLAS' HILL, ILf«A€OOMB€. 




IGH on a craggy steep, above 
The rocky inlet of a cove. 
Where oft the wintry billows drove 

The storm -beleaguered bark; 
There stood, time honored in decay. 
An Oratory, hoar and grey. 
The relic of far olden day. 

Like olden Patriarch. 

* Its infant tale in days of old. 
Nor history nor tradition told ; 
Or feudal Lord, or Baron bold. 

In penitential hour ; 
Or errant Friar, in pious care 
For rude untutored sea-farer. 
First raised the rustic altar there. 

And lit the guardian tower. 
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ST. y WHO LAS' HILL. 

If lovely nature could inspire 
In savage heart devotions fire. 
Sure Baron bold, or holy Friar, 

Had chosen warily : 
So passing lovely, and serene 
In peaceful beauty, was the scene 
Hard as the rock the heart had been 

Could turn unmoved away. 

For nature, fanciful as fair. 

Had emptied all her casket there. 

In sylvan Amphitheatre 

Of mountain rock and caves; 
Of thyme clad downs, and breechen groves. 
Of sparkling streams, of sunny coves. 
And shady dells that Flora loves, 

And little Wilder laves. 

And thence, with fertile slope, upheaves 

Majestic Torr, and Kunnacleaves, 

Where verdant Meads and golden sheaves 

Dispute his furze-clad crown; 
That to the seaward, scarped and steep. 
Frowns fierce defiance to the deep. 
And rushes with tremendous leap. 

Precipitously down. 
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6T. MC HO LAS' IIJLL. 

So fiercely fair, so softly stem. 

Huge Hilbro' rears his ancient cairn, 

His precipices fledged with Fern, 

Down to his watry seat : 
Where silver crested i^avelets flow 
O'er oceans azure fields below. 
Like diamonds, glittering as they go 

To kiss his stony feet. 

That little Sanctuary stood 
High o'er the perils of the flood. 
By day, the pillar of the cloud. 

To guide mariner : 
*» And 'mid the terrors of the night, 
The tower bore a Beacon bright. 
That shed an hospitable light. 

Like Israel's mystic star. 

When foggy darkness veil'd the sky. 
Nor star nor land mark led the eve. 
And shrill the sea-birds Marning cry, 

Amid the ocean's roar; 
The holy bell told loud and clear. 
That danger and that rocks were near. 
That 'twas the breakers that they hear. 

That lash an iron shore. 



ST. NICHOLAS' HILL. 

But years have sped ; new times have come ; 
Now — iii the desecrated dome^ 
Some sea-worn Pilot finds a liome, 

A guardian yet to be: 
For nightly, on the rocky steep. 
He lights his watch-fire to the deep. 
Where many a weary watch they keep. 

That plough the deep blue sea. 

And listening there, with 'bated breath. 
Hears, o'er the surge that foams beneath. 
The signal— harbinger of death; 

The shriek of agony ; 
Straight his intrepid spirit braves 
The sunken rocks, and breaker waves. 
And bounding o'er the billow, saves — 

From out the dark deep sea. 
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THE KAINBOW. 



What gives the mystic charm 
To the dark and distant shower? 
The ray of every gem. 
And the hue of every flower? 
What gives the fervid glow, 
To the mists that Earth enshroud? 
And stamps the radiant Bow*, 
For ever on the Cloud? 



A Talisman immortal 
To this dark and sinful Karth, 
Heav'ns bright enamelPd portal. 
Whence mercy issues forth : 



THE RAixnow, 

God's pledge of promise on 
Creation's wreck, when first 
The eye of pity shone 
On the World's wide watrv waste. 



'Tis the effluence divine, 

That illuminates the show'r. 

And stamps compassion's sign 

On the avenging pow'r; 

'Tis a ray of Heav'n, that brightens 

The Spray that nature sips; 

'Tis an Angel's smile, that lightens 

On Nature when she weeps. 



It is like the joy of sadness> 
That melancholy wears; 
It is like a beam of gladness. 
Reflected in her tears; 
It is like the joyous dawn. 
That gilds the parting shower. 
That on the Bridal morn 
Bedews the orange flower. 
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THE RAINBOW, 

Like the lufant orphan's smile. 
That recalls the dear departed^ 
Can widowed woe beguile, 
And soothe the broken hearted; 
The sweet maternal vision 
May the laboring heart appease; 
Like a Meteor's bright ignition 
On the dark and troubled seas. 

It is like the Breast^ that borrows 
Consolation from a sigh; 
Like the lip, that smiles at sorrows, 
And the Eyes, that weep for joy; 
It is like the Hope, that cheers 
Sick Hearts, that Hope resign, 
That brightens Beauty's Tears, 
And makes thorn qtdic iliriue. 
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THE WANOERF.R'S RETORN. 



Scene of my childish days! tho* cold 
My wither'd Heart may be. 

And years and oceans long have roUM 
Between this Heart and thee; 

Yet grateful memory ne'er shall prove 

Inconstant to her earliest love. 



Thy vision yet my Soul enthralls; 

Thy health-inspiring gales, 
Tiiy meadows, green as Emeralds, 

And harvest-laden Vales, 
Efface long years of absent pain, 
And lead me back to youth again. 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Can I forget these peaceful shades, 
Haant of my happiest hours? 

Or cease to love thy Birken glades, 
And honey-suckle bowers ? 

Fll ever love thee; tho* to me 

Thou art not what thou used'st to be. 



The music of that Sabbath bell 
Can yet its charm impart, 

A soul-reviving cordial. 

To th' weary world -worn heart; 

Recalls our earliest, dearest ties. 

And wakes a thousand Sympathies. 



Thy peaceful streams as gently flow, 
Wild flowers as sweet bestrew thee, 

Thy balmy breezes softly blow. 
As when in youth 1 knew Thee; 

Yet now; I visit thee again, 

A stranger and an alien. 
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THE WANDERERS RETURN. 

Each lov'd resort, and woodland path, 

In solitude I roam ; 
Where Td once a friend at every hearth. 

Til every Cot a home; 
But now ; forgotten and alone, 
A weary waif, 1 wander on. 



Thy Cottage Bowers are as green, 
Thy hearths, they blaze as free; 

But where are they, that ble««sM the scene. 
And made it dear to me? 

Like many Monarch of the wood, 

The gap alone shews where it stood. 



Yon Mansion — where the ancient vews 
And boxes quaintly trainM, 

And the olden Linden Avenues, 
Have 'scaped the spoiler's hand. 

And little Cupid on the Lawn 

Ts spurting water thro' his horn. 
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THE WANDEHER\S RETURN, 

New impulse to my Soul imparts ; 

Tliat burns^ as it recalls 
Those days of dear congenial hearts^ 

And hospitable Halls; 
Where Heart, not Fashion, gave the laws. 
And one might learn what friendship waB. 



There joyous playmates used to meet. 

The festive Yule to bless ; 
And I burned to grasp the hand — if yet 

A hand reraainM to press; 
But boding Fancy seem'd to me 
To speak another dynasty. 



I ask'd; tliey said the name they'd heard. 

But it was years ago; 
The Tomb is in the Kirken vard ; 

And that was all they knew : 
You may the sad memorial see. 
It stands beside the Old Ash Tree. 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Yes — it was there; and many a stone 

Now occupies the place, 
With many a mound, where I had known 

A plane and empty space; 
And every Epitaph disclosed 
The cell, wherein a Friend reposed. 



Revived some pleasing memory, 

Long years had laid to rest; 
Of many on eye that smiled on me, 

And many a hand I'd pressed; 
Blythe Hearts, that once with nnne beat high 
Amid the Village revelry. 



One little spot seemed cultivate 
Awhile with tender care; 

"Forget me not,'' and violet, 
And rose, were growing there; 

It look'd a smiling garden ground, 

"With bended witliics fenc'd around. 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN, 

Such is the simple mouumeut 

The rustic mourner rears; 
That's long with fond affection 'tent. 

And watered with tears; 
The sadly vacant hour may there 
Find object for affection's care. 



The dear old Church could scarce be known, 

'Twas altered every feature; 
The good old Vicar'd long been gone. 

They've got a modern Teacher; 
lie's changed it all, to make more room. 
Yet, they say, fewer people come. 



The Ivy, mantling o'er the wall 

Of venerable grey. 
He said was not canonical, 

And cut it all away; 
To make things as they used to be 
In times of " Cat/wlidty" 
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THE WANDEREirS RETURN, 



€( 



All ! 'twas'nt so when you were here " 

The ohl mail said no more, 
But shook his head, and dropp'd a tear. 

As he shut the Chancel door; 
"run eighty three come May/' said he, 
"It matters little now to me/' 



There, in a Cottage by the gate 

With Jasmin overgrown, 
A widow at the wicket sate. 

Poor solitary one: 
And iis she plied, with patient zeal. 

The labour of her spinning wheel; 



Bethought me, that my eyes? could trace. 

In her poor countenance. 
Remembrance of a little face 

rd known so merry once : 
From earliest infancy, she said, 
That humble Cot she'd tenanted; 
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THE WAN DE RE Its RETURN, 

And rick, in all domestic joys, 
The world she'd envied not; 

The Village was her Paradise, 
And competence her lot; 

But Fortune frown'd — and one by one, 

Child, Parents, Husband, all were gone. 



She, ]nelaucholy Chronicler, 

With tearful eye displayed 
The ravages, that year by year. 
The hand of time had made; 
How she had known, since Childhood's day, 
A generation pass away. 



D 



" It 'minds us that our day is near, 

Nor do 1 wish reprieve; 
I've all I love to go to there. 

And little here to leave." 
The Gentry at the Hall, she said, 
Had long been all dispersed or dead 

19 
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THE WANDERER'S RETTRX. 

She'd heard the Scjuire's passing bell, 
SheM seen the feathers wave, 

And marked the long processional 
1 hat bore him to the grave : 

** For, since he lost Miss Knmieline, 

Poor man — he ne'er looked up again." 



She had been married eighteen years. 
And much misfortune known ; 

" He fell at Sea,'' she said with tears, 
" He was but forty -one : 

I have his Medal here, you see, 

Tis a poor recompense to me." 



"The last, he sailM for Elsiuore 

In th' old Bellerophon; 
Poor fellow — he returned no more, 

And 1 was left forlorn : 
And sorely have I striven since. 
To earn a scantv maintenance.'' 

20 



THE WANDEREirS RETURN, 



" And then my Child ; poor little thing 
She's gone; I could not wis 

Ilcr life prolonged in suHering^ 
She's better where she is : 

Yet, when at night I sit alone. 
In every wind I hear her moan." 



" Beneath yon bed of flowers she lies, 

And oft at e^ien there 
I sing the simple melodies. 

That once she lov'd to hear; 
For while I think she's near me vet, 
1 feel not quite disconsolate." 



" I think, perhaps my voice she heurs, 

A spirit lingering near; 
And fain would wipe away the t<}ars 

My weaknass sheds for her; 
And pities the desponding sigh. 
That 'wails her brighter destiny." 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURX. 

c " I see the flowrets close and droop, 

Nip*d by the chilly night, 
liut mom will come, and they shall ope 

To hail her glorious light : 
We should not, with such thoughts as those, 
Lament because the Flowers close." 



Could you, I asked, no pension get? 

*'Why, Sir, they told me so; 
But I must wait they said — and yet 

It's seven years ago : 
I've too much pride to beg; and they've 
Too little gratitude to give." 



And when that night I sank to rest, 
And reason lost her sway; 

My brain, all feverM and oppress'd. 
In wildest phantasy, 

Swept o'er the visions of the past, 

With gloomy shadows overcast. 



THE WANDERER'S RETURN 

Methought, each monumental stone, 

I had so lately read. 
Had ta'en tlie earthly semblance on 

Of those they covered; 
And fondly secmM to welcome me. 
With olden timed sincerity. 



His frosty footstep Time withdrew, 

The intervening years 
Had vanished, as the morning dew 

When morning Sun appears; 
And my young Spirit seem'd to ,fly, 

With all its wonted buoyancy. 



To scenes, and sounds, IM loved so well; 

The Brook that murmur'd by; 
The lowing Herd; the Sheepcote 1^11; 

The Woodland minstrelsy; 
And softly swelling on the breeze. 
The distant bells rang Symphonies : 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

These, with the deep sonorous bass 

Of the hoarse waterfall, 
Afade one delicious diapase, 

To sootlie the soul withal : 
Yet, was in every breeze a moan, 
'*That Melancholy feeds upon." 



We ranged the fields ; we leapd the Brook ; 

We sought tlie Dingle thro' 
For Birds* nests, in each woody nook, 

As we were w ont to do ; 
And I heard the accents of each Tongue, 

And knew the very songs they sung. 



Sweet smelt the Birks; and sweet the breeze, 
That kiss'd the flowering broom; 

And I heard the murmur of the liees, 
That revel'd in the bloom ; 

And knew the whistle, that reveal'd 
The Shepherd as he went afield. 



THE WANDERER\^ RETURN. 

The Girls were making lioliday. 
As they were used whilome. 

And riding on the new made Hay, 
Were clianting " Harvest Home : " 

And there was pathos in tlie strain, 
No waking ear can know again : 



Like Fairy notes, that witch the Ears 

Amid the moonlit grove. 
And chant, in strains of other Spheres, 

The dirge of those we love; 
Those pretty voices seem'd to mourn 
For days, that never can return. 



I knew each merry eye, apart 

Fond recollection kept 
Each gentle voice, for all my heart 

Was waking, tho' I slept : 
Yet did my dreaming Fancy deed 
Those laughing Eyes in Widow weed. 

25 



TUE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Once more, I met my old compeers; 

And Emmelitie was there, 
(For all amid the lapse of years 

rd ne'er forgotten her) 
She seem*d to me unearthly fair, 
And she had Cypress in her hair. 



I heard once more the festive voice 
Of Gambols long gone by ; 

The old Hall echoed with the noise, 
Tlie Yule-log blazed on higli. 

And red light on the Antlers flung, 

Whereon the Misletoe was hung: 



The merry Misletoe all hail 

With universal shout; 
The Vicar left his pipe and ale, 

And chased the girls about; 
And they, with feignM reluctance, scream 
As the Lads were kissing them. 

26 



THE WAXDEHEJi'ii RETURN. 

iii'j beaiD^d in every happy face. 
As round the Dancers flew; 

The good old Squire led the race. 
And laughed the loudest too; 

And yet — strange inconsistency, — 

The Tomb was by the Old Ash Tree. 
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PF.A€E TO THE LANO. 



Peace to the land where th' Heroes rest. 
By all their grateful Country blest; 
Earth lays on them a lighter load. 
The rain falls softer on the sod. 

All meteor-lit their Herse** shall be, 
HeavVs purple arch their canopy; 
And every golden eyelet there 
Weep incense on their Sepulchre. 

And, Memnon-like, the vocal stones 
Chant nenian measures o'er their bones. 
To strains, by soft seoUan airs. 
Elf-harped on strings of gossamers. 
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PEACE TO THE LAND, 

So sweet, the Flowers that o'er them spring 

Bear impress of their issueiiig, 

A saintly origin they plead, 

And honor claims them as her mead. 

What tho' in brighter climes than ours 
Grow greener blade, and fairer flowers; 
Itt dust of Britain's sons they're fed, 
Bv blood of Heroes nurtured. 

And must that blood be shed in vain. 
Where Juggernaut and Bramah reign ; 
And dark infatuation ban 
Thy Sun's own realms — or Hindustan! 

Yes, land of Ind, fell treachery 
Hath stamped her blood-red brand on thee; 
The Snake and Tiger make their lair. 
But not the generous Lion there. 

Tho' Freedom's rod awhile may gem, 
lliere's yet a canker in the stem; 
In hearts unworthy to be free, 
Bv nature formed for Slaverv. 
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CANZONE V. 



lie complains thiit Lauras treatment deprives him, and him alone, 
of that rest, which niyht brings to all other living creatures. 



WiiKN as at twilight's hour, Sol's western ray, 
Fa:4 sinking, bears the cheery light of day 
To other realms, that wait his sweet return : 
Far on a wild, a lonely Pilgrim's seen. 
Weary and old, in the belated e'en, 
Doubling her pace, and weakly wending on; 

Till, dreary and forlorn. 

Her daily journey done. 

She gently lays her down 
To short, but sweet repose; nor minds she more 
The noisome desert, that she's traversed o'er. 
But every pang, alas ! that day brings me, 

Increases hour by hour, 
As days press onward to eternity. 
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FROM PETRARCH. 

Soon as the parting Chariot of light 
Yields his bright empire up to mirky night, 
And mountain shadows lengthen o'er the vale ; 
The frugal Peasant, shouldering his spade. 
And chasing care, and toilsome wearihead, 
With rustic carol, and a merry tale, 

Plods to his homely board. 

With simple viands stored; 

Such as in ancient years. 
The acorn gave, and mem'ry yet reveres. 
I/et those who may unburdened hearts possess — 
But night or day, my wearied spirit knows — 

I say not cheerfulness, 
But ne'er one hour of undisturbed repose. 



Soon as the Shepherd sees, with fading rays, 
The Sun descending to his resting place. 
And all the East a dusky twihght hold; 
He gets him up, and takes his faithful crook. 
Leaving the Beechen shade, and murmuring brook. 
And gently drives his little flock to fold : 
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FHOyr PETRARCH, 

'IIhmi in HiM}iies»ter'(l grot. 

Or Ivv-inantled cot, 

1 1 in ruHhy couch he strow?, 
AihI, ('iirtih)NH.((iiy, hu hies him to repose. 
Ah rriii*! Love I that 8till dost urge me on 
Kvi*r t(i fdlhiw, to my deadlv bane, 

ThJN fair unfeeling one; 
Yrl doht th4>u not. her cruelty restrain. 

Thi* MariniT, in some secluded bay, 
WnipM in his rou(^h capote, at close of day, 
ThroMN him to n*st upon the cold hard deck : 
hut 1 -whrn Sol has gulphM him iu the main. 
And left unlumined the blue coast of Spain, 
Th' llrrcuh'an pillars, and the Moorish creek. 

Mankind, and flocks and herds. 

In t<*eming myriads, 

('ompose their cares to rest; 
I m'er chase wakeful sorrow from my breast; 
liong weary sorrow, time but feeds its power: 
Vet has it well nigh lingered ten long years, 

Still growing every hour : 
I v\\\\ divine uo respite to my tears. 
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FROM PETRARCH, 

Why do I try to comfort me with song? 
I see the Teams return at eventide. 
Unyoked from furrowed field, and mountain side; 
Yet ne'er from grief unloosed is my tongue : 
Is there no burden in the yoke T bear? 
Whence day and night the never-ceasing tear? 

Alas I those witching days; 

When first I fixM my gaze 

Upon her beauty's blaze. 
That have so stamped her image on my heart, 
So deep — no power may e'er obliterate; 
Till Death, that doth all mortal things await, 

At length shall us dispart: 
And even then, I'm doubtful of mv fate. 
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TO THE VfilJNO. 



Fi.c)W on, tliou gentle stream, 
As calm as Summer skies. 

As pure as Infants' dream, 
And deep as lovers' sighs 

E'er they si>ed: 

(Vlestial stillness rest 

On thv calm unruffled breast: 

And the Turtle makes her nest, 

O'er thv bed. 

» 

11 ow often did I stray 

Down thy lotus-scented vale, 
For to hear the plaintive lay 
Of the lonely Nightingale; 

When the gleam 
or the sinking Sun had drcss'd 
In ^old the burning West, 
And the Swallow dip'd her breast 

In the stream. 
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TO THE VELINO. 

And I watch'd thy waters passing, 

When the light of day had set, 
As they went their way rejoicing. 
Yet softer, swifter yet. 

As they flow 
To the roaring precipice 

Of the Cataract's abyss. 
Where the eddies foam and liiss, 

Down below — 



And I said it with a sigh. 

It is so with Earthly joys; 
When sweet and swift tliey fly. 
Like the wily Syren's voice. 

They alarm; 
^Tis the solemn stillness fir-t, 

Of the wild Tornado's gust. 
That preceeds the dreadful burst 

Of tlie storm. 
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WHKN WINTER CHIU.. 

Vago aiif^elctto cho cantando vai. Petr, 



- \ ■*■->» ^ 



Whkn Winter, chill and lonely, 
All Snmnier's joy has reft, 

And of Autumn's treasure onlv 
The holly-berry's left. 



The Birds flock to the Hawthorn hedge; 

And little Robin comes. 
And sits upon the window ledge. 

To airol for his crumbs. 

His plumage ruffled, and his lay 

Has lost its merry tone. 
And pines for Summer pass'd away. 

All mateless and alone. 
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WUEN WINTER CHILL, 

Poor little bird ! no covert now 
The leafless Brake can yield thee^ 

And scarce the rime-bespangled bough 
From wintry blast can shield thee. 

Come, nestle in this bosom, there 
Thy little woes make known; 

The/11 find a heart as full of care. 
As lonesome as thine own. 

A winter-stricken spirit, that 

Can sympathize with thee. 
Chill — homeless — and disconsolate. 

As ever thou canst be. 

Like thee, my Earthly Summer's gone, 
Life's Sunshine fades apace; 

And ruthless winter presses on 
My few declining days; 

Like thee, my little nestlings flown. 

My nest's forsa'en, and I 
Am left deserted and alone. 

In solitude to die. 
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wut:y wiSTKH chill. 

Yi't ttiou, ])erchaitce, tliy male may see 
Once more, wlien Spring buds forth ; 

Kucli Summer's a new life to thee, 
Knell spring a dawiuiig youth. 

Then slmll tliy pretty note resume 
Its sweetness, and thou'It come, 

And fonillv ■Ai upon my Tomb, 
To chant mj rc(iuiem. 




LF.SBIA'S SPAKKOW. 



From CatulluH. 



' '>—• ?i*S«-— 'n' 



Weep Cytharoja, weep ye little Loves, 
And weep ye all that's amiable in man; 

For Lesbia's Sparrow's dead. 

The Sparrow Lisba lov'd. 

More than the apple of her eye she lov'd it; 
And it was well deserving of her love. 

And knew his mistress, as 

A child its mother knows. 

He never left her bosom willingly. 

But here and there, hopped playfully about; 

And then he chirped for joy; 

But cliirped to her alone. 
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LESBIA'S SPARROW, 

But now — he flits along that murky way. 
Whence none may e'er return : Fie on ye ! 

Fie on ye! dusky shades 

Of all-devouring Death, 

For ye have ta'en so sweet a Sparrow from her: 
Poor little Sparrow ! 'twas a cursed deed. 

And Lesbia's swollen eves 

Are red with weeping for't. 
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THE MAI{3F.-N MARTYR'S SEPULCHRE. 

" And it was a custom in Israel that the Daughters of Israel went up 
yearly to lament the Daughter of Jepthah the Gdeaditetfour days in 
the year'* Judou xi., 39, 40. 




"kpx^l* SticcXiKol rSa w4y$€0s ipx^T* Mouroi/ 



Mourn ye, mourn ye. Maids of Jewry, mourn. 
And strike your Harps to solemn strains and slow. 
The branch of Gilead, all untimely shorn ; 
The pledge of triumph, but a tale of woe. 

Ye nightingales, that charm the Palmy shades, 
And olive groves of fragrant Bethany; 
Cease ye, O cease your amorous serenades. 
For they are gone, that loved and rivallM ye. 
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rilK MAIDEN MARTYR'S SEFULGURE. 

Bright was the day, the youthful Daughter hail'd. 
With pious joy, a Victor-parent's praise; 
Dark was the hour, a Child's embraces veil'd, 
In sable brede, a mourning Father's bays. 

Was he not spurned from liis paternal home, 
A son of Gilead, and tlie first of birth? 
Was he not driven in distant land to roam. 
An ignominious exile from his hearth? 

But the Lord loved him, and did accord 

Him worship in the eyes of Israel ; 

Yes, the Lord heard him, and He bless'd his sword, 

And Gilead triumphed, and proud Ammon fell. 

And as he brought the captive spoil away. 
The Damsels met him with the dance and song; 
Oh wretched man! that he survived the fray; 
His only child was foremost in the throng. 

Mourn ye, mourn ye, Maids of Jewry, mourn. 
And touch your Harps to solemn strains and slow. 
The branch of Gilead, all untimely shorn. 
The pledge of triumph, but the tale of woe. 



THE MAIDEN AfARTYirS SEPULCHRE, 

Lov'd of all hearts, and of all eyes desired. 
Once was she blythest of your Virgin band; 
Another Miriam, with a soul infired. 
She touched the Timbrel with a master hand. 

With peerless grace she bore the Olive wreath. 
And led the dances, fairest of the fair: 
Lamb of the Altar now — the bride of Death — 
Her saintly dower a Martyr's Sepulchre. 

Mourn ye, mourn ye. Maids of Israel, 
Ye dear companions of her pilgrimage; 
That soothed the tedium of the mountain cell. 
And lit with love affection's darksome page. 



Mourn ye, mourn ye, oft with muffled string. 
Your sorrowing Harps shall duteous tribute bear; 
At seed time. Vintage, and at Sheep-shearing, 
And hoary winter drop an icy tear. 

Ye should have wove her Hymeneal wrcatli; 
With Citron blossom, and fair Lilies meet. 
Ye should have strewn tlie silky sward beneatli. 
And led the bridal dance to joyous beat. 
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THE MA IDE y MARTYR'S SEPULCHRE. 

Ye should have tuned your Harps to merrier sounds 
That now, witli dirge, and deep funereal air. 
Lead on your slow unsandal'd ftx*t, around 
Your Maiden Martyr's sainted Sepulchre. 

When genial Nisan, scattering dewy balm. 
Wakes Flora from her trance; then violets bring, 
Meek Lihes of the Valley, Marjoram, 
And all the fragrant firstlings of the Spring. 

Bring modest Snow-drops, languishing and pale, 
Sad Hyacyntli, and Pansy tearful-eyed; 
Narcissus too, that tells a doleful tale. 
How youthful beauty pined away and died. 

Mourn for her, when tlie sultry Lion shines. 
And the fierce Dog-star doth his vigil keep; 
And when ripe Autumn binds her brow with Vine^, 
Bring Poppies, emblem of eternal sleep. 

The joys of sweet companionship farewell; 
Mourn every season; e'en old Winter too 
Shall bring his Amaranthine coronal. 
And Myrtle sprigs, and waxen-berried Yew. 
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THE yfAIDEN MARTYR'S SEPULCnUE. 

The white Rose sheds her petals to the blast. 
And all the glory of the vernal plain 
Fall dank and drooping, to the wintry frost. 
Till Philomela charm them forth again. 

But this fair gem, nipp'd e'er her Solstice hour. 
Sweetest of sweets, may germinate no more; 
No earthly spring re-animate the flower. 
No Suns may quicken, or no dews restore. 

Sleep, lovely blossom of a noble stem ! 

By blast unblighted, and by storm unstove; 

Sleep, Heav'ns bright hostage ! Earth may ne'er redeem. 

First in thy kindreds' and thy country's love. 

And long shall Israel's dark-eyed daughters come 
With many a chaplet, and with many a tear; 
While memory lives, and Amaranth shall bloom. 
To deck thy Maiden Martyr's Sepulchre. 
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If) VI,. 






Klfhin, one eve belated, 
AVas returning o'er tlie lea. 
To where Glyncera waited 
His return impatiently; 
As he passM the brake, saw in it 
A poor imprisonM Linnet; 
So he took it from the snare, 
And fondly brought it her. 

The Damsel was enchanted. 
She press'd it to her clieek, 
She caressM it as it panted. 
And she kiss'd its little beak : 
And said, run, dear Elphin, 
For a cage to put it in ; 
Poor little thing! Oli go. 
Its heart is beating so. 
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IDYL. 



When presently they heard 
Tlie melancholy note. 
Of some poor lonely bird. 
That was fluttering about ; 
The Linnet knew the crv. 
And responded piteously; 
For it was her faithful mate.. 
Bemoaning o'er her fate. 

Glycera understood 
The purport of the ditty. 
How by every means he could. 
He was moving her to pity; 
And hanging down her head, 
She to her shepherd said; 
Elphin, what would ye do 
If I were ta'en from you? 

Elphin he wept, poor man, 
And she, with tear in eye, 
For pity loosed her han'. 
And let the captive fly : 
And when so' Elphin heard 
The song o' the grateful bird. 
He envied not their bliss; 
But thought the more of his. 



After Gabnefe Rdssetli. 
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SONTx— IN HIS TARTAN, ET€. 



In his Tartan enshroudeci, his Targe on liis breast, 
In the cold gory clay have they laid Jiim to rest ; 
His Claymore by his side, all indented with red. 
And a bunch of wild heather to pillow his head. 

Unhallowed the earth, and unblessed is his grave. 
And his Chrism, tlie blood and the tears of the brave; 
The strife- stirring Trump shall his Coronach blow. 
And his dirge be the deatli-cry, and groans of the foe. 

But he'll hear not, he'll heed not the Pibroch's alarm; 
The scream of the heath-cock, the wail of the storm; 
For softly he'll sleep in his dear highland glen. 
Till the Trumpet awake him to glory again. 

The Coronach is the funeral music of the Scotch Highlanders — 

the Pibroch their war call, 
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HKPOSK. 



Painted bjf Danhf/, exhibited 184;). 



Thk Sun had nigh set; and the gorgeous West 
In her robes of vermillion and amber had dress'd. 
And the last mellow ray of his glory had shed 
O'er the sere-tinted Forest of russet and red; 
Had gilded the water, the woods, and the wold, 
And the gossamers floated in liquid gold. 

Not a zephyr was stirring; the evening's breath 
Was as fragrant an Eden, as tranquil as death ; 
Not a sound from the neighbouring Hamlet arose. 
And nature entranced seem'd sunk to repose; 
While Hesperus patiently waited aboon. 
To scatter the dews, when the Sun had gone down. 
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REPOSE. 

And the ghost of tlie inooii was half shiniug, e'er yet 

The last rays of the Sun in the Ocean had set; 

Like a prodigal cliild, that with impious eyes. 

Is awaiting a Parent's obsequies; 

And the Hills, far away in the purply mist, 

llesemble huge masses of Amethyst. 



There's a mystical stillness o'er meadow and dell; 
There's a charm o'er the woods, and the waters as well; 
And the silvery drops, in the solemn hush, 
Are heard as they fall from the hawberry bush; 
Or a leaf now and tlien as it drops from a tiec. 
Like a wither'd joy, fall'n from mortality. 



The Choir is deserted; the Choristers gone; 

They have sung their last anthem of praise to the Sun ; 

The foraging Rooks to the Covert repair; 

The watch dog has crept to his wakeful lair; 

And Silence sat list'ning; as Echo reply't 

The Spirit of Peace is abroad to-niglit. 
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REPOSE. 



There's a something unearthly, so mythic and quauit. 
Such as Spencer would sing, or as Danby would paint; 
You'd fancy the Naids would spring from the flood. 
And the Dryads would dance in the shades of the wood. 
That the reeds of the Shepherds would waken the dells, 
And that fairies would spring from the Pox-glove bells : 

That the age of Romance had returned once more. 
To Arcadians bowers, or to Thessaly's shore; 
That Adonis lay bleeding; and the Boar that had slain 
* Was pleading his error ; nor pleading in vain ; 
Wliile Venus sat wailing him all the night long, 
t Like Philomel, wailing the raid on her young. 

Such a night — pretty Thisbe enraptured had hung 
0*er the chink in the wall, where her Pyramus sung 
Such strains, as may only by twilight be told 
To blushes, too burning for day to behold; 
And impressM the cold stone, at each nightly adieu. 
With kisses, so warm as almost to go through. % 

* Anac : Od : LXIV, f Virg : Oeor : I. J Heu! non pvrvenientia. 
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REPOSE. 

Such a night— Hero lighted her love-leading star. 

And sigh'd, as she watch*d o'er the waters afar; 

Ah ! why does he tarry ? for Zephyrs to waft ? 

Or fears he the waters he's tempted so oft? 

Is Hero less fair? or Leander less free? 

Oh the winds and the waves are less fickle than he. ^ 



Such a night — the pale gleam of her beacon espying. 
On the Tower, where Love and his Hero were lying. 
As his eager eye noted the signal she gave, 
The youth of Abydos sprang into the wave: 
Ah ! trust not, bold swimmer, that pitiless Sea, 
*Twa8 the grave of poor Helle; and shall be to thee. 



Sucli a night — Kloise at her lattice reclined. 
And sigli'd her complaint to the listening wind : 
All creation rejoices; all nature is peace; 
There is joy in the Echo, and balm in the breeze; 
Grove, Mountain, and Valley their praises return, 
But man, and man only, is fated to mourn. 
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REPOSE. 

The Coverts with evening peeans resound, 
And hail the glad Sun, as each morrow comes round : 
But my cell's ever damp with my tears, and my eyes 
But awake to each morrow of penance and sighs; 
And the flames, that this languisliiiig bosom consume, 
Are but funeral fires; as the lamp in the Tomb. 



Does God send his blessings for man to despise? 
Or require of man only the Sacrifice? 
Cease not, little warblers ! the world is for you ; 
Ye are free to enjoy all the Earth can bestow; 
For you — shall the Spring deed the desolate Groves, 
And restore ye your mates, and your innocent loves. 



But no Spring can return, or no Sunshine appear, 
In the dark and damp Aisles of this Sepulchre here: 
No rest is for thee Eloisa ! till Death 
Shall in mercy absolve thee this penance of Earth; 
Where her balm universal Hope never bestows, 
Where the day has no joy; and the niglit no REPOSE. 
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THE DKATH OF €ON{,A€K. 






The Story taken from tlw. ancient gaelic ballad of 
Gilliecallum JWan Olave. 



_-n_-S X i** V \.**. -••■' 



In fair Dundalgiu's sunny mead, 

CuchuUin's Tower beside, 
A Herald rein'd his reeking steed. 

And to the Warder cried : 

Go haste thee, Warder, tell thy Lord, 

That Ulster's valliant King 
Demands the succour of his sword ; 

For sad the news I bring. 

From Dunscaick a Warrior came. 

To spy our beauteous land ; 
And vowM he'd ne'er disclose his name. 

Till forced by stronger hand. 
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THE DEATH OF CON LACK. 

I lis stalwart arm and flashing een 
Youth's early bloom display^ ; 

And dauntless in his noble mien^ 
And beauteous as a maid. 

Brave (.'onnal went to meet him; still 
He would not give the word; 

He said liis warrant was his will^ 
His pass-port was his sword. 

They fought — the Stranger bound him — then 
To avenge good (Jonnal's fall. 

To rescue came an hundred men; 
The Stranger bound them all. 

Of Banva's race, of Rury's clan, 

(No weakHngs in the fray) 
Of Connor's children, not a man. 

His proud career can stay. 

Thy hands alone. Oh Chief, thy hands 

Can save the lands despite; 
Thine honor calls, thy King demands 

Thy falcion to the tiglit. 
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THE DEATH OF CON LACK. 

* Chief of the blood-red branch! to you 
He looks; nor deem the hand^ 

That mighty Connal overthrew, 
Unworthy of thy brand. 

Up rose the Warrior Chief, and bid 
Them reach his Hauberk down ; 

Caparison his battle steed, 
And gird his Claymore on. 

In saddle sprung, all night he rode^ 

And e'er the morning dim, 
Before the stalwart vouth he stood. 

To give account of him, 

Brave youth, he said, thy name impart. 
My King demands't of thee; 

Thou hast no need, who e'er thou art, 
To kecp't a mystery. 

An hundred men in fetter cast 

Thy noble race proclaim ; 
Such deed of valour unsurpassed 

Might gild a royal name. 

<* The badge of the ancient Knights of Ulster. 
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THE DEATH OF CON LACK, 

1 ask thee, pray thee, if thou wilt; 

It is no proud demand; 
I would not thy young blood were spilt. 

For half ray Castle land. 

Speak but the word, my hand I tend 

To thee, in friendship true; 
Is a foe better than a friend? 

And one no suckling too. 

Oh foremost in the battle! pride 

Of Erin's favor d land; 
lain would I tell thee, he replied. 

The word thou dost demand. 

For love, I fain would tell it thee. 

If mortal man might know; 
There's that within that counsels me. 

But Oh ! I have a vow. 

I have a vow, great Chief, a vow 
To one on Earth most dear; 

And can I break it? no— oh no; 
I may not fail to her. 
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THE DEATH OF CON LACK. 

A Mother's parting word forbade. 

It is a sacred cause; 
Else would I ne'er unsheath the blade, 

My hand reluctant draws. 

Clioose ye, good youth, he said, thine arm 

By better deeds be known ; 
My wrath, my friendship both are warm, 

My sword a weighty one. 

I have a Mother; can I shame 

Her cheek by faith so frail? 
I have a Father, Sir, whose name 

Perchance might make thee quail. 

Tell it — I may not— then prepare. 

Thy luckless fate impels ; 
Thy folly urges me to war. 

From which my soul rebels. 

The Stranger fell — Cuchulhn's sword. 

That never fail'd its blow. 
Had cleft his Target thick and broad. 

And cut his Morion thro'. 
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THE DEA TU OF CON LACK, 

Oh tell ine now, the Chieftain said. 

Brave boy. Oil tell me now; 
Thy name, the land where thou wast bred, 

And say whose son art thou? 

Conlack my name; Cuchullin's son; 

Duudal gin's heir am I : 
And hope beguiled me to have known 

My Father, e'er I die. 

For I was yet unborn, when he 

Left Skiath's Isle; and there 
The best of Mothers nurtured me. 

With more than Mother's care. 

Seven years in other lands I pass'd. 

Whence I might knowledge earn. 
And this fair land, the best, the last, 
Was all I'd left to learn. 

I'd heard Dundalgin's fields were fair, 
And great my Father's name; 

And my young bosom yearn'd to share, 
And emulate his fame. 
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THE DEATH OF CON LACK. 

But piously Tve kept my vow, 
Tho^ vain with fate 1 strove; 

And paid in blood the debt, I owe 
To a sweet Mother's love. 

My Son ! My Son ! tlie Chieftain cried. 
My Conlack ! brave and good : 

And clasped the Hero to his side. 
And stanch'd the crimson flood : 

Tliou art uiy very Conlack; now 

Her lineaments revive; 
Thy Mother's Conlack; tell me— Oh! 

Thy Mother — does she live? 

But damp his brow, his lips grew pale. 
His fix'd eyes fire was flown; 

His fair head on his shoulder fell. 
And his arm dropt hstlcss down. 

So fled that noble spirit; slain 

By hapless Father's blade; 
That, like the Pehan lance would fain 

Have heal'd the wound it made. 
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rilE DEA TU OF COS LACK. 

As t«oiue young Oak in Baslian's Vale, 

In vigorous beauty firm, 
Smote by tlie northern tempest, fell 

Unbending to the storm. 

So that green blossom-branchlet droopM, 
To the night-frost's killing air; 

That gentle blythe young Leopard stooped. 
Beneath the Hunter's spear. 

Thou hast a bootless triumph won, 

Cuchullin; wreathe thy brow 
With rue, instead of bay; forlorn 

Thou art, and childless now. 

The festive Hall, and Ladies' bower. 

The battle's frantic shout. 
Shall glad thy weary soul no more; 

Bereaved and destitute. 

No more, tliy lovM Dundalgin's shade. 
Shall soothe that Heart of care; 

Till thou at last to rest be laid. 
Beside thy Conlack there. 
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KPHIKA-M. 
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Most bless'd, most fortunate of men 
Was Bora's spouse— wliy ^o? 
Is she so very lovely then ? 
Oh no. Good tempered ?— no. 

Was she so excellent a wife? 
No, none of these — then why? 
Because when Pate prolonged her life, 
He had the luck to die. 




62 



fHOM pkthah<;h. 

SON. CXVI. 

Petrarch planted a laubrl (Tstiura) on the bank of the Sorqne, that 

irrigated the garden nfhis residence, in the heantifnl Valley of Vauclute. 

Betide thit Stream, an*l in the shade of this Isavrel he found repose; 

where ererji thing recalled the memory and image of Ixittra. 



Not all fair Anio, Tiber, or Garonne, 
Eup'.jrates, Tigris, Ganges, or the Don ; 
No, hot the Danube, Indus, Po, or Rhine, 
Nile, Ebro, Rhone, Alpheus, or the Seine: 

Not all the Pines, Beech, Firs, or Junii)ers, 
Can slake the flame tliis \iTetched bosom bears, 
Like one dear stream, that murmurs to my sigh; 
One shrub— that e'er inspires my poesy. 

This only armour, in iiove's savage strife. 
This only succour have I, for a hfe 
Now wending in such giant strides along. 
So grow the Laurel in her cooling glade. 
And the poor Planter sit in her sweet shade. 
And to the water's music, vent all his soul in song. 
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FROM Pf.TRAWH. 

SON. LXI. 



lAtttra, oHce meHing the Poet, said to him: are tfou tired of loving me 
Petrarch f This Sonnet is the stipposeti reply. 



» "'(jk^-^ — 



No Laura — I'm not tired of loving thee; 
Nor, while lite lingers, can 1 ever be : 
Hut I ahi tired of weeping night and day, 
And hate the life, so slowly wears away. 

IM have a Tomb of marble, fair and pkin, 
Ungraven there the name, that wrought my bane; 
Wherein at last, this wretched spirit fled, 
Mv bones mav rest them on their lonely bed. 

And if a heart, devoted every whit. 
May e'en content thee, without crushing it. 
Thou wouldst not surely grudge this little meed; 
Yet, if in vain with pride thy pity plead. 
Thou wilt have crr'd, and me misunderstood : 
Tlianks be to Love for that, and mv own fortitude. 
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OIRGE OF THE OAUGHTER OF ZION. 

" O Lord the Heathen have come into Thine Inheritance^ Thjf holif 
Temple have the^ defiled^ and made Jerusalem an heap of Stonet. Ps. 79. 

" Woe is thee ; Ariel ! Ariel ! " 
Unhallow'd Heatheness defile 
'I'hy David's sacred Citadel; 

Thy Sanctuary 
All desecrate and overthrown ; 
Thy beauty sere, thy glory gone; 
The very stones from out tlie groun' 

Cry " Woe is thee ! 
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The lurid bale-fire's deadly glare 
Marks devastation everywhere, 
Frantic woe, and wild despair. 

Rapine and death: 
Thy mighty Bulwarks topple down; 
And scarce they'll leave thee stone on stone. 
To brain thy hapless infants on. 

Or crush beneatli. 
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DIRGE OF THE DA UGUTER OF ZION. 

Again red Iliiinom's valley glows 
With fire and carnage' horrid lowes; 
And peaceful Cedron overflows 

With crimson flood : 
On every side, in sad array, 
Thy slaughtered sons unburied lay, 
And hungry Vultures suifF their prey, 

O'er fields of blood. 

B'lee Judah~to the mountains flee — 

Or curse thine incredulity ; 

And is thy warning lost to thee? 

Had'st thou but known 
The signs, thou had'st not perish'd thus; 
But now — all desolate thine House; 
And Eagles gather o'er thy corse. 

Poor fallen one! 

Where arc the Harps of Zion now? 
The Timbrel and tlie dance? thy brow 
Pale and ungarlanded, must bow 

Low to the ground: 
Where are thy pleasant Vineyards ? where 
The Carol of the Vintager? 
No Angel-stir'd Bethesda e'er 

May heal thy wound. 
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DIRGE OF THE DA UGIITER OF ZION, 

Cry to the Bocks to fall on thee 

To hide thy sore indignity; 

Or gulph thee in the dark deep Sea: 

For thou art now 
The scorn of Nations and the shame, 
O Daughter of iTerusalem; 
And Heathen hordes blaspheme thy name ; 

So fallen art thou! 

Arise to vengeance Lord ! anon 

Cast th' abomination down, 

And hurl Thy vengeful Tlmnders on 

The unbeliever: 
Pity the Captive's sighs, nor turn 
For ever from Thy chosen one; 
Ijet not Thine indignation burn, 

Like fire, for ever. 

Visit the Vine, that Thou hast brought 
From Goshen; fence it round about; 
lict not the Wild Boar root it out : 

It was Thy hand 
Tliat planted her, and gave increase; 
And, like the goodly Cedar Trees, 
She stretcird her branches to the Seas, 

And fiUM the land. 
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DIRGE OF THE DA UGllTER OF ZION, 

From Hill to Hill her verdure spread; 
The Turtle nestled in her shade; 
By dews of Hennon nurtured. 

And hand divine : 
But now — to ravening Dogs a prey, 
The Stranger tears her grapes away — 
Sheplierd of Israel ! turn, we pray, 

Visit Thv Vine. 
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So NO. 



.•3J»^*,«. 



Glosk not the Earth, good Friar, I pray, 
Let not the dark grave hide him; 

Oh! leave it but one other day. 
And I shall rest beside him. 

For grief, like mine, can ne'er endure 

Another dawn to see; 
Then let the Bier, that brought him here, 

Wait but a day for me. 

Lay not on him that folden sward. 

Oh ! leave it till to-morrow ; 
One little cell shall hold, one sod 

Shall cover all our sorrow. 
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FROM HOKACE. 



B. XI. ODE IV. 






Deem not thy love ungraceful, nor 
Spurn Beauty, tho' the prize of war; 
Achilles erst, with all his pride. 
Took fair Briseis for his bride. 



Techmessa, tho' a captive, won 
Huge Ajax, son of Telamon; 
Tydides too, by captive charms 
Was vanquished, victor tho' in arms; 

When the Thessalian Hero's might 
Had turned the hostile bands to flight. 
And Troy was taken, which ill-fated 
Hector's fall facilitated. 
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FHOM HORACE. 

You know not what her Parents are ; 
How they may grace a Son -in law ; 
No doubt, some glorious race of Princes, 
Obscured by adverse circumstances. 

Think not fair Phyllis could have been 
Of vile plebeian origin; 
Or sprung of one, not " comme il faut," 
All so unselBsh and so true. 



I doat upon those arms — that face — 
Those ancles — turned with such a grace— 
Uusmitten tho' ; then shun the thought I 
Shall rival you; I'm over forty. 
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BY THE WAT€H FIKK. 



Anatoer to" Oo where Glorif foaits thee.*' T. Moo RE. 



By the Watch-fire dozing, 
When tlie daylight's closing, 

Then I dream of thee; 
By the embers waking, 
E'er the day is breaking. 

Still I remember thee. 
Memory, past and smiling, 
Absent hours beguiling. 
Perils reconciling. 

Binds my soul to thee; 
Heav'n itself were void, 
But with thee enjoy'd; 

For thou art all to me. 



When, 'mid Orange shades, 
Melting serenades 

Breathe sweetest harmony; 
They recall the joys 
Of one more witching voice; 

Then I remember thee. 
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in' THE WATCH FIRE. 



Beauty 'round me beamings 
Hearts with kindness teeming^ 
Eyes angelic gleaming. 

Lovely as they be; 
But the more remind me 
Of those I left behind me; 

Ikjvond the saltv Sea. 



When brave hearts are bounding 
To the Trumpet sounding; 

Then I remember thee; 
Smiles from those we love 
Valour's meed shall prove; 

Then I remember thee; 
Like an Angel near me. 
In danger's hour to cheer me, 
To duty's path to steer me, 

Thy spirit form I see; 
Life and Hoi)c grow dearer — 
Death has only terror, 

AVheii I remember thee. 



7:3 



•MADRIf.AL. 



— »*\ * o» v\ 



A Spinster of vore. 

Of two or three score. 

When she saw she was not 

Quite so fresh as before; 

Took her glass, and in rage 

Flung it down on the floor. 

For says she, if in thee, 

I no longer may see 

As pretty a girl. 

As I Ui^ed for to be : 

I'll be hanged if I look any more. 



After Giambatista Marlni, 
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THE €HARiM. 

A Pastoral Tale. From Tasso. 



>-'^<vc_: 



Wb were sitting one day in the shade 
Of a beautiful Beech, that liard bv 
Its umbrageous canopy spread. 
There were Sylvia, Phyllis, and I. 

When an impudent Bee, that in those 
Flowery meadows was seeking for food. 
Flew at Phyllis, instead of a rose, 
Deceived by tlie similitude. 

Perhaps he believed her a flower. 
And bit her, the honey to seek; 
But there was'nt a Rose in the bower. 
So fragrant as Phillis's clieek. 
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THE CHARM. 

He bit it^ and bit it again; 
It was really a terrible sting; 
And Phillis cried out with the pain. 
It has kill'd me— the horrible thing! 

But my beautiful Sylvia replied, 
Dont cry, Phylly, there's nothing in it 
I know a few words, that applied. 
Will make it all well in a minute. 

The charm from Aresia Fve known, 
And in 'turn, for the secret she told, 
I gave Ker my ivory horn 
That's dotted all over with gold. 

Then she put her sweet lips to the wound. 
And some spell she appeared to rehearse; 
I heard a soft murmuring sound. 
But I could'nt distinguish the verse. 

In a moment - the pain it was gone ; 
Could the words have effected so much? 
Or the lips of so lovely a one. 
That must cure every thing that they touch ? 
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THE CHARM, 

To that hour^ I had doted aloue 
On her eyes^ and their lustrous beain^ 
On her voice, of so dulcet a tone. 
It is sweet as the murmuring stream. 

As the music of waters, that seethe 
O'er the beJ of the pebbley dell; 
As the evening Zephyrs, that breathe 
To the Dryads a nightly farewell. 

But now — all my heart was on fire. 
All my native simplicity flown; 
And I burn'd with novel desire. 
To press those sweet lips to my own. 

Oh Love ! how you sharpen the wit ! 
I was never addicted to art; 
But now, rd recourse to deceit. 
To obtain the desire of my heart. 

I know not what made me so deep; 
But I too began to complain ; 
And 1 put up my hand to my lip. 
And pretended to writhe with the pain. 
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TrfK C If ARM. 

My tongue would not dare to have sjioke. 
Or to such a request given vent; 
But I gave so imploring a look, 
Tl]at she never could doubt what it meant. 

Poor Sylvia, all inexpert 

In such artifice, offered her aid 

To relieve me the pain of the hurt, 

She imagined the Insect had made. 

But alas ! Hwas a perilous cure ; 

As she pressed those sweet corals of hers. 

The wound, that I really endure 

In my heart, grew a hundred times worse. 

There's never a Bee in the plain, 
Tho' the thyme of Hymettus he sips; 
Could draw such a nectar again. 
As I, from those beautiful lips. 

So passing in sweetness they were. 
They seemM to absorb every sense; 
But I temper'd my ardour, for fear 
Any ras1nie:5s should irive her offence. 
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THE CHARM. 

Bat tlio' the delight was so great^ 
1 had learnt that my Heart was in thrall ; 
The honey, believe me, was sweet. 
But it was*nt unmiiigled with gall. 

So sweet, that I feigned the spell 
Had failed, in assuaging the pain; 
And I made her believe it so well. 
That she did it again, and again. 

From that hour, I could hardlv endure 
The anguish, it wore me to dust; 
And my Heart was so full, that Tm sure 
If it had'nt a vent, it would burst. 

Aminta, Act 1, Scene 2. 
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ba<'/(:hanauan song. 



Drink; drink; for life is too short to be 
Wasted in ciire, or in trifles emplo/d; 

Drink; drink; be as drunk as men ought to be, 
Wlio know life is fleeting, and should be enjoy'd. 



For what is the world in its rigid propriety? 

What can the joys of the Anchorite be? 
And where is the Lass that would look at sobriety. 

Could she see Lads as drunk, and as jolly as we? 



Drink; drink; for life is too short to be 
Wasted in care, or in trifles employM; 

Drink ; drink ; be as drunk as men ought to be. 
Who know life is fleeting, and should be enjoy'd. 
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BACCHANALIAN SONG. 

Tliink; think; Oh! what will become of us, 

Tf we fail every moment of pleasure to borrow ? 

Driuk ; drink ; who can lell, but that some of us 
May be drinking hot water with Pluto to-morrow? 

For drinking can render life's billows a calm Sea, 
And meet the world's squalls with so placid a smile ; 

And when we must die — let us do it Malmsey, 
And be toasting the merry old Clarence the while. 

Drink; driuk; for life is too short to be 
Wasted in care, or in trifles employed; 

Drink ; drink ; be as drunk as men ought to be, 
Wlio know life is fleeting, and should l)e enjoyM. 
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SON<}. 



LET HIH REST WHERE HE FELL. 



Let him rest where he fell — he hath earnt him a grave 
In the land that is red with the blood of the brave; 
In that hallowM land, where, by Britain unfurled, 
The Banner of Liberty waves o'er the world. 

Let him rest where he fell — for no tomb is so blessM, 
As the Cairn, Valor raises o'er Heroes at rest; 
And no spot is so dear to a Countr/s just pride, 
As the field, where her bravest have battled and died. 

And Britain's fair pilgrims to glory shall shed 
Tears of pride, o'er the Barrows that cover the dead; 
And shall pluck the wild flowers that grow on his grave. 
Fair Chaplets to weave, for the brows of the brave. 
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FROM FRTRAR€H. 



SON. LX 



I AM SO worn and wearied by the load 
Of a long life of sin, oppressing me; 
Sorely I tremble lest I miss the road. 
And fall a prey to the great Enemy. 

There came a Friend — a great one, to my aid. 
With love ineffable, and Godlike grace; 
Tlien, from all mortal vision vanished ; 
I see him not, tho' strain my ardent gaze; 

Yet does His voice re-echo thro' the Earth : 
Come ye that travail — come, behold the path — 

Come ye to me ; if not by sin repressed : 
Such is His mercy, such His marvelous love. 
That e^en will give me wings, as of a Dove; 

So shall I flee away, and be at rest. 
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THE E-MI<if{ANT'S LAiMENT. 



■^p^^-^'^^'^"- 



Woe ! to the weary heart ; woe ! to the Stranger, 
From home's sweetest solace, and sympathy torn, 
O'er desert, o'er sea, o'er the wide earth a ranger; 
Lonely, disconsolate, weary, forlorn. 

Oh ! where are tlie wild flowers, that memory cherish'd ? 
The young foot, that trip'd over mountain and moor? 
The light heart? all — all but remembrance has perish'd. 
That lives to the exile, who lives to deplore. 

They told me of liberty. Prairies unending; 

They told me of Sunshine, eternal and free; 

But they told not the pangs, that this bosom arc rending, 

Dissever'd from all that is lovely to me. 
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THE EMIGRANTS LAMENT, 

Tho' regions in Summer eternal were glowing ; 

Tho' golden Savannahs uucultivate bore; 

Far dearer to me^ tliy blue rocks, Inuishowen ! 

And the weird, and the wind-riven crags o* Bengore. 

'Twas there, with the Petrel, in life's early morning, 
1 beat the wild billow, and rode on its crest; 
And the perilous steep of rude Evenach scorning, 
I reft the young prize from the Peregrine's nest. 

Now, toward thee, each day, do I gaze ^lith devotion. 
Where morn's dewy pinions emerge from the Sea; 
And the rays of her rising, sweet islet of Ocean, 
The first and the fairest, she sheds upon tliee. 

Now, musing I rove by these waters of sorrow; 

And fancy each wave, as it rolls from afar. 

From the land of the morning its brightness may borrow. 

And have kiss'd the dear sliiugle of Ballymeuali. 

Too late, do we learn, all unfriended, forsaken. 
How dear is the homestead, how hallow'd the ground; 
How sweet is the morsel by friendship partaken. 
How bright is the ingle the dear ones surround. 

So 



THE EMIGRANTS LAMENT. 

I have lovM thee too dearly perliaps, for the bosom 
Is doom'd to be riven by pain and regret; 
And the heart's sweetest joys, e'er scarcely it knows 'em, 
To be reft by the ban of inscrutable fate. 

Yet, long may the red heather blush on thy mountains. 
Fair flow'rs deck thy Vales, tho' for others to see: 
Thy streamlets flow bright from their fern-shaded fountains. 
And the Shamrock may bloom— tho' it bloom not for me. 
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SKKKNAHK. 



-^^v^^^J^^^^,-^ 



Oh ! fly with me, these vales of shade 
For souls like ours ne'er were made; 
And happier Isles, and nearer Suns, 
Shall greet us as their kindred ones. 



Oh fly; the inspired Cuckoo flies 
To fairer fields, and calmer skies ; 
And Progne tells us, as she twitters, 
Ungenial skies but ill befit us. 



Last night, the glowing Sunset taught us. 
That path of gold, o'er western waters; 
Where spirits dwell, that sympathize 
With melting hearts, and beaming eyes. 
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SERENADE. 

There we'll repose in Citron shades. 
While Love-birds sing thee Serenades; 
Where Custard-fruits, and Guava grow. 
And Water Melons trail below. 



Where distant Echoes, soft and clear. 
Of Syrens' songs, shall charm thine ear; 
And Fire-flies light us, as we rove, 
At night-fall, the Banana grove. 

Stay not — the weary Moon is waning; 
Heed not the Nightingale complaining; 
i'ull twenty stalwart Rowers wait 
To bear thee o'er the brinv strait. 






88 



¥H\m A{'S(»NH?S. 



IDYL XIV. 




Thb Roses bloom^ how transient! 

So soon its fragrance flies; 
E'er one short summer day be spent. 

It blows, it fades, it dies. 

The morning sees them bright and blooming. 

In the rosy eastern ray ; 
But dank and drooping e'er the gloaming. 

They wither, and decay. 

* Then haste thee. Maiden, gather them, 
In yout'hs short flowery Spring; 
For recollect — thou'rt much the same, 
A perishable thing. 



CoHige Virgo ro9a$, dumflos novuMj et nova pubes, 
Kt wumor eato avum tie proparare tuum. 
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OAVIO'S LAMENT. 

" And David lamented with thit lamentation over Saul 
and Jonathan hie eon.** 2 Sara. I., 17. 

How are the mighty fall'ii ! the mighty falFn ! 

In battle perish^ on the mountain height. 

The beauty of Israel 
Is fallen, and the strength. 

Oh ! tell it not in Gath ; proclaim it not, 
Nor breathe it in the streets of Askelon; 

Let not the Daughters of 
Th' uncircumcised rejoice. 

Ye mountains of Gilboa ! ne'er again 
The dew of Heav'n bless thy barrenness; 

Nor genial shower restore 
Thy death-polluted soil. 
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DA VID'S LAMENT. 

Ne'er did the bow of Jonathan return 
Unsated from the battle^ and the spoil; 

Nor e'er the sword of Saul 
Hath turned back in fight. 

Oh ! they were very lovely — swift were they 
As Eagles, and as Lions in their strengtli; 

In life unsevered, they 
Together sleep in death. 

How are the mighty fall'n ! Oh Jonatlian ! 

How doth my soul lament thee : wonderful 

Hath been thy love to me. 
Surpassing woman's love. 

Ye Maids of Israel ! weep for Jonathan ; 

Weep ye aloud for Saul, who clothed you 

In scarlet and delights. 
With ornaments of gold. 

How hast thou perisli'd on the hills, my Brother! 

Fallen, as tho' anointed not, the might 

And glory of Israel : 
Fall'n are the Sword and Spear. 
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filZPAH. 

A FRAGMENT. 
2 S\MrKL, XXXI.. 1<>. 

Like Rizpah sorrowing o'er her slaughter'd sons; 
Poor childless thing ! upon the rock she strewM 
Her bed of sackcloth, cold and tear-bedew'd ; 
And wildly watching o'er the mouldering train, 
From Barley-harvest to the latter rain. 
The widow'd wakeful weeper scared away 
The Wolf by night, the Carrion-bird by day. 
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TO THE SKYLARH. 



If, by nature inolden, 

Aught be pure below, 
Or in earth eiifolden 
Spark of ether glow; 
Sure Minstrel's harp, and Poet's lay, 
May bless tbee, (chorister of day! 



Sweet Bird ! of Parnassus, 

Or of Tempc sprung; 
Or where soft Cephissus 
liolls his stream along; 
Thro' mystic vale, and sacred grove. 
The soul-inspiring Muses love. 
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TO THE SKYLARK. 

Oft I\c seen thee soaring 
Tim)' the noon-day sky, 
And, with song outpouring, 
Flood the world with joy; 
While peasants stayed their toil, to see 
Their Cynosure of melody. 



Still, and still ascending. 
Trilling as thou go'st. 
Till, with ether blending, 
Thou'rt in ether lost; 
And every marveling ear is 'tent 
On strains mysterious — Seraph-sent 



Lov'd of the Immortals! 

Thy sweet palinodes 
Serenade the portals 
Of the blessed abodes; 
As wont his ancient song to pour. 
At Castle gate, the Troubadour. 
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TO THE SKYLARK. 

As wont'Casiiliaii lover. 

Or Arcadian wight, 
'Neath the deep blue cover 
Of the starless night. 
To ply, unseen, liis soft appeal 
To blush-betra/d confessional. 



Art thou Sylph or Sprite ? 

Handmaid of a Star? 
Or Nymph, the sons of light 
Rap*t from Amana? 
To fill the measure of their bliss, 
Wi' thine harmonious extacies. 



Hjist thou heard the choirs 

Of the starry Pole? 
Or the Planet fires 
Chanting as they roll? 
And sipM the dewy Bow on high. 
That spans the azure Canopy? 
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TO THE SKYLARK. 

As a Soul^ unshrouded 
From terrestrial clay, 
'Mid the Spheres unclouded. 
Hails eternal day; 
Say, can thy little mortal eyes 
Unveil Celestial Mysteries? 



Thence to Earthward flinging 

Rhapsodies of love, 
Strains, of Angels singing, 
Thou hast heard above; 
Such music thrills the Welkin thro'. 
That Gods might love to listen to. 



What is Man's aspiring 
At Ambition's shrine? 
Is it worth desiring, 

When compared wi' thine? 
Full many a hoary votary 
Of Earth would fain exchange with thee. 
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TO THE SKYLARK. 

Would his base, and blinded 
Heart, be taught by tliee; 
Oh ! how humble-minded 
Would the proudest be; 
Reviewing, thro' thy mistless eyes, 
The world, and all its vanities. 



Darksome, and uncheery. 

The bourne of human ken; 
Earthen-bound and weary. 
Three score years and ten. 
The Soul, all fetter'd and depressed, 
And yearning for her tardy rest. 



Hails thee — little Fairy ! 

Type of coming things : 
And, in spirit, air}' 
With unwonted wiiigs, 
Springs forth with thee, from earthy lair, 
To meet the Sun in middle air. 
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FKOM MAHTIALIS. 



B. II.. EP. V. 



Nay — day or iiight Vm glad to see you, 
I'm always happy to be wi' you ; 
liut you live two miles off— nay more, 
For two returning make it four: 
You're always out when i)eople come. 
Engaged — or xar/ you're not at home; 
IM go fwo mile.s to Jtee you gladly, 
Hut /otfr ami fail — I judge it sadly. 
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RK-MKMBEK. 



..«>.;■;. «-^ 



Remember^ Marian^ erewhile 
Thou wast a lonely orphan chil'; 
Thy pretty Mother early gone, 
Tliv Father, absent witli the Sun : 

fiemember 
HoNv, in the solitary hours, 
I taught thee plant thy little flowers; 
Thy garden plot was next to ours, 

Bemember. 



Fate seemM to have ordained me 
The solace of thine infancy; 
And 'twas to me a pleasing care, 
All lorn and lovely as you were; 

Kemember 
How after School-hours every day. 
You met me, on my homeward way; 
It was with you I lov'd to play. 

Remember. 



REMEMBER. 



The other boys were rude, and I 
PrefcrrM tliy gentle company ; 
And hand in hand our walks we took, 
Down to the meadows, by the brook : 

Eemember 
How we sat together by the lin. 
To watch tlie waters glistening; 
Thy little soft hand fast in mine. 

Remember. 

How oft we rambled o'er the lea. 
To hear the linnets' minstrelsv: 
Pluck'd the wild rose, and violet blue. 
And climbed tlie ring-dove's nest for you : 

Remember 
How, when the sultry noon oppressed thee. 
In th' old Oak's shade we sat to rest thee; 
And closer to my side I press'd thee. 

Remember. 

Those scenes were dearer far to me, 
Than Eden's flowerv meads could be: 
The flowers we pluck'd more bright and green. 
Than are the growth of Hippocrene: 

Remember 
How I wove for you a floral crown. 
And kiss'd you, when I put it on ; 
To me 't has proved a thorny one; 

Jiemember. 
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REMEMBER. 



Yoich spriug, the Thrush reuewM her lay. 
The Cuckoo came, and went away ; 
In one unvarying round, the grain 
Was sown, was ripe, was reaped again, 

Uemeniber ; 
And tho' the wiutry winds invaded. 
And nature's self grew sere and jaded ; 
There was one flower that !ievcr faded, 

Itemeinber. 

There was one joy, that never cloyd. 
One hope, sincere and unalloy'd; 
Sincere, but All ! we little thought 
How dear those blissful hours were bought : 

llcinember 
We spoke no more of childish play. 
But talked of what might be, one day; 
Tho* little dreamt how far away, 

Uenicmber. 

Advancing years brought duties too. 
And tore me from my home, and you ; 
O'er the wide waters cast my fate. 
All heartless, and disconsolate : 

llemembrr 
How many a wistful sigh we Ciist 
Upon the dear enchanting past; 
But the dread "Fareweir^ came at last, 

llcmember. 
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REMEMBER. 



I would have wept a thousand years. 
To spare but one of those sweet tears ; 
But that I liv'd to solace thee, 
Life were indifferent to me : 

Ilemember, 
All — all our blissful dream was flown. 
And wormwood was the Star, that shone. 
Upon our parting benison. 

Remember. 

'Twas then we learnt affection's tie. 
Grown with our growth, can never die; 
*Tis some etherial sympathy 
Can bless — but Oh I it can destroy: 

Eemember, 
Oh ! remember, e'er the Sun was set 
That night— I never can forget. 
And many a weary year shall yet 

Remember. 




102 



THf. VI-NF. OF SIRMAH. 

Jbb. xltii., 32. 




Weep for the Vine of Sibmah; weep 
Thou Heshbon, cry Oh Zoar; 

Her fruits are on the briny deep, 
And all her glory's o'er. 

The spoiler came, upon a day, 

The uurelenting one; 
Tore all her goodly grapes away. 

And trod her Vineyards down. 

Upon a day, the spoiler carae, 
And wreckM, in ruthless hate. 

Thy pleasant fields. Oh ! Morouaim, 
And left thee desolate. 

Weep for the Vine of Sibmah; weep. 
Her vintage songs are o'er; 

Her treasures all are o'er the deep. 
And she will shout no more. 
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FROM PETRARCH. 



To the Spirit of Cofu de Rienzi. 



CANZONE VI. 

Thou noble spirit! that dost animate 
The limbs of One, in this his pilgrimage, 
Who, so sagacious, valorous, and sage. 
Hath e'en accomphsliM that illustrious fate. 
That wields the sword, and destinies of Rome; 
And from base wandering dost recall her home. 
Thee I adjure ! nor otherwhere 1 find 
One spark of ancient virtue left behind; 
Nor even one, that blushes for her doom. 
What hope, what feai's, her restless soul impel ? 
Since to her bane she is insensible : 

Old, doting, imbecile; 
For ever sleeps she? will none waken her? 
Oh! that I had her grappled by the hair. 
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FROM PETRARCH. 

Call as they may, I scarcely hope to see 

Her rouse her from her gross stolidity, 

So sore is she, so grievously, oppressed. 

But Fate commits our Sovereign Rome to thee. 

To rouse her, shake her, from her lethargy : 

Grasp, firmly grasp, her venerable crest. 

Grasp all her scatter'd tresses, as they flow. 

And drag the wallowing Sluggard from the slough. 

Yet, day and night, her dire disgrace I mourn ; 

To thoe, my fairest, dearest hope I turn; 

For should tliese Sons of Mars, this noble race. 

E'er fix their earnest gaze, 
On the bright honor, once they calPd tlieir own. 
On thee would fall the glory — and thy days. 



These walls of eld, that the world still reveres. 
And loves for memory; yet in memory fears 
The sterner virtues of her olden name : 
These stones, those honor'd ashes that entomb. 
Whose bays shall flourish in eternal bloom. 
Till drivelling nature totters to her fall, 
And in one general ruin whelm them all 
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FHOM PETRARCH. 

To thee thev look to vindicate their fame. 
Oh glorious Scipio's ! Brutus' patriot name ! 
Some Sybil voice shall to your shades proclaim 
That Power has fall'n to honest hands at last. 

Fabricius^ agast 
Will scarce his marveling extacy contain^ 
And cry — ''My Rome shall be herself again." 



Tf Spirits in Heav'n, that erst this coil of clay 

Have 'bandonM, bear yet solicitude 

For earth, and earthly things; to Thee they pray 

To terminate this suicidal feud : 

Ck)ufusion reigns; the ways are insecure; 

Nor aught our Homes and Temples may ensure 

In riot lost their wonted sanctity; 

And, like a Den of Bandits, every road 

Indccessible, only to the good : 

Our very Shrines and Monuments we see 

Defiled, and desecrate by deeds of blood. 

Ah ! other days may be, 
And Freedom's arm the Tocsin yet may raise; 
Hung neare^^t Heav'n— the better Heav'n to praise. 
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FnO}f PETRARCH. 

The weeping women, and the tender herd 

Unripe for arras, the aged and the wear'd. 

Lament their hateful too-protracted fate : 

The Friars of all orders and degrees. 

And all their wretched confraternities. 

Help us. Great Sir, they cry, O save the State. 

And miserable down-trod Poverty 

Keveals her thousand thousand wounds to thee. 

That even Hannibal would fain commiserate. 

Mark well the holy Church; now all on fire — 

Oi those high fire-brands, desolating her, 

Quench thou but two or three — 
'J'heir mighty animosities will cease. 
And Heav'n bless thy pious services. 



Bears, Lions, Wolves, Serpents, and Birds of prey 

On that great Column vent their enmity; 

Yet does their malice oftentimes recoil: 

Our noble Dame, who wails her wretched fate, 

Roma — adjures thee to exterminate 

Those noisome weeds, ill-fruitful in their soil. 

Full twice five hundred Suns have roU'd, sithence 

o 107 



FliO}f PET HA UCll. 



Those lofty Spirits from lier bosom sped, 
That raised her to her glory's eminence; 
And a proud race of upstarts, in their stead. 
Have risen; unworthy such a Mother! — thou 

Her onlv Father now — 
To you she looks for succour — but to you — 
Her holier Father's other things to do. 



It rarely chances, that malignant fate 
Thwart not the efforts of the good and great, 
Or Fortune smile on her illustrious Sons: 
But, since she clear'd the path you entcr'd in, 
We'll e'en furgive her many a minor Sin, 
Be she but inconsistent for the nonce : 
For in the hist'ry of the World, ne'er once 
To mortal man was given, as now to thee, 
To reap so glorious Immortality; 
For thou'rt enabled, if we rightly ken. 
To constitute the noblest Monarchy. 

How wilt thou glory then 
To cry — "They helped her in her youth and power, 
T saved the Dotard, in her dying hour." 
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ITALIA! ITALIA ! 

From V. Fiiieaia. 

O Italy ! Italy ! whom invidious fate, 
In making thee so fair, hath laid so low ; 
That deadly guerdon, giv'n in treacherous hate. 
Hath on thy frontlet 'graven endless woe. 

O! hadst thou been less beautiful! more strong; 
So had they fear'd tliee more, or loved thee less; 
Who, basking all luxuriously among 
Thy Vineyards, stabbed thee in their wantouess. 

Then, hadst thou ne'er beheld barbarian swords, 
Like torrents, rushing down their Alpine snow. 
To deluge thy fair fields, or Galic hordes 
To drain the blood-stain'd waters of the Po. 

Then, had thy Sons ne'er seen thee, Italy, 
Commit thy cau:?e to mercenary glave; 
And girt in arms, were never made for thee, 
Victor or victim — still to be a slave. 
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im'KI.i NOT ON \fKiMOKY. 



Poma tint Autumnua, ffaudet nihi mesxibva otatas, 
Ver pr<rhet florfi, iifn^ leratur htfem*. Ov, 

Dwell not on memorv, tlmt endears 
The tender scenes of early years; 

Nor yet repine, 
That life's romance is past and gone. 
That sober days come rolling on, 
Nor hearts the fascination own, 

Of eyes like tliine. 



Think not, tliat youth alone is dear. 
That Beauty's all we live for here. 

Her smiles to follow; 
"For how her heavenly mission prove. 
If youth alone her smiles may move. 
And woman's tenderness and love 

Ply, with the Swallow ? 
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DWKU. .VOr ox MEMOHY. 

Autumn has fruit, ifs Spring lias flowers; 
And peaceful, aie tlie socinl hours 

Itound Winter's fire. 
Nor say; life's like the rose o'erblown, 
Has lost all sweetness of its own. 
And beauty, with lier petals, flown 

Leaves but a briar. 




HORACE AND LYOIA. 

FROM HORACE. B. III.. ODE IX. 

11. While I was dear to thee, e'er vet 
More favored arms than mine beset 
That lovely neck, than snow more fair. 
No Eastern Prince was happier. 

L. E'er Lydia, foremost in thy love, 
In vain Against pretty Cloe strove; 
Not Ilia's fame had dearer price. 
Than had thv love, in Lvdia's eves. 

H. Yes— my whole soul fair Chloe claims. 
Her Harp delights, her Song inflames. 
And cheerfully my life Fd give 
To spare the Soul, in whom I live. 
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no RACE AND LYDJA. 

L. Young Calais now my heart inspires, 
And meets my love with mutual fires; 
Nor twenty deaths my soul would move. 
So Fate will spare the Lad I love. 

//. What if our early flame re-lighted. 
Bind us more firmly, re-united ; 
Fair Cloc's yoke be rent amain. 
And Lydia be installM again ? 

L, Tho' loveher than light were he, 
Thou, fierce and fickle as the Sea; 
Life-loner would I to thee be true. 
And Death be welcome — if with you. 
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f.Wf.N -m'OH-mif;s lamf.-nt. 

In pain unceasing long I languish, 
Thro' nights of watching, days of anguish; 
Weary, despairing, worn with care. 
Forsaken — as all the wretched are; 
Oh where's the Leech can charm away 
The pangs, I suffer day by day? 

I've herds of kine, as white as milk, 
I've flocks, with fleeces soft as silk; 
The spoil of many a border raid, 
That erst the churlish Saxon paid : 
I'd give them all, once more to be 
llcstored. Oh joyous healtli, to thee. 

Had I * Mannallan's Trumpet, or 
The Horn and Sword *Mc(/Umhuil wore; 
Did I possess * Cuchullin's Quiver, 
* Eireamon's Lance, or Bow of Evir ; 
All — all I'd give, once more to be 
Restored, Oh blissful health, to thee. 
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EWKN M'ORMIFPS LAMENT, 

Or * Curclieoirs ujystic Uarp^ that flung 

Enchantment over all he sung; 

That cahn*d the anguish^ sootliM the smart 

Of wounded limb, or aching heart: 

I'd give tlieni all— all — all to be 

Restored, most blessed health, to thee. 

After the old Qaelie Ballad. 
* Allusions to ancient traditions now lost to Celtic romance. 
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SON'NF.T ON HANTF.. 

Titf Michae! Angel o Buonarrofi. 
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Down, from the World, into the dark profound 
He went, and either Lirabus visited; 
Thence, on the wings of genius, Ileav'nward bound 
Kose, and on Earth, unearthly radiance shed. 

lie was a burnirig Star; his light indeed 
Th' eternal mys^teries of th' Abyss reveal'd; 
And of a treacherous world he reaped t/faf- meed. 
It doth so oft its choicest s[)irits yield. 

Ill was lie understood; his patriot sighs 
Ne'er met his graceless Country's sympatliies. 
That, to the righteous only, are denied. 
Oh I were I such 1 his lot would I prefer, 
Spum'd from his Countr/s love, for loving her, 
T* all worldly good ; nay, all the world beside. 
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J?y ifirhael Angela Bnoiuirroti. 



All that we fihould, we cannot say of him; 

llis glory draws too near the Solar blaze: 

Those, that had wronged him, we indeed may blame. 

And yet approach no measure of his praise. 

He, to tlie regions of the nether world, 
\Vent down, for our instruction; then aboon 
Ascended -and the gates of Heav'n unfurlM 
For him, on whom his Country closed her own. 

Ungrateful land ! that, to lier own defame. 
Nurtured his glory, and doth e'er proclaim; 
The best and greatest bear the deepest woe : 
And 'midst a thousand arguments, mark this; 
Tliat, if injustice never equalM his. 
He had no eqnal, to be liken'd to. 
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Uf.OLIN'O'S DRF.A'M. 



Brieve pertupio, dentro daHa muJa, 

M* uvea tnoetrato, per lo tuo forame, 
Pitt lume gia^ qnan4* to feci 7 mal eonnOy 
Che del futuro mi sqfuireih il vefame. 

Da NTH. Inf. c. 33. 
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FiVE months had somewhat worn away 

The terrors of captivity. 

And we leam*d to bear the gloom. 

And tedium of our dungeon room; 

And fondly watch'd the little ray, 

That, thro' the window grate. 

So long had made our night or day, 

Or as it rose or set: 

When as, upon my pallet bed, 

My cold and cramped limbs I spread. 

And nature, worn and wearied out. 

The world and all its woes forgot; 

A Vision o'er my senses crept. 

That wrack'd my spirit, as I slept; 

If hell-born, or of Heavenly birth, 
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UGOLIN(fS DREAM. 

I know not; it was not of Earth. 

So dreams the parting spirit, when 

Heav'n's first ethereal ray 

Dispels the earthly mists, that screen 

Futurity from mortal ken. 

And tears the veil away. 

He — that accursed Prelate, who 

Conceived, in heart of steel. 

The inhuman treachery, that now 

He expiates in Kell : 

He seemed, to my distracted brain. 

The feudal Lord and Suzeraine, 

St. Julian's forest glades among, 

Hunting an old wolf, and his young: 

The Dogs he had were gaunt and lean. 

Crafty, and cruel, in tlieir mien. 

And I could recognise in tliose 

The i>emblance of my direst foes; 

The course was short; for weak and wearM, 

As the poor animals appeared, 

They were an easy prey; 

Fiercely they rushM on them, and tore 

Their unresisting limbs, with more 

Than dog-like cruelty. 
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UGOLTNiyS DREAAf. 

Can heart of marble see, unmoved. 

The anguish of a child beloved? 

I could liave braved the Rack; but then 

Tore mv own flesh for madness: when 

My poor Boys, thinking I was tried 

By famine pangs, arose and cried; 

*'Eat us, dear Father, take again 

The flesh thou gavest us; 

It were a thousand times less pain 

Than t' see thee hunger thus/' 

Straight I forbore; abashed to see 

Their patience a reproof to me; 

I would not aggravate their pain : 

So, all that dreadful day again. 

Mute and unmoved we sat. And now. 

The red mist on the mountains' brow 

Gave presage of the fourth sad day; 

When, from my bosom, where he lay 

My little Gaddo rais'd his head and cried : 

"Canst thou not help us Father?'' — 

Then, falling fainting from my side. 

He stretch'd him at my feet, and died. 

Why were not Earth's foundations rent 

To Hade's dark abyss? 
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U(WLiyO'S DRKA M. 

Coral I ! bow less thy punishment ! 
Thy sin was not tlic less. 
Thus on the fifth day, one by one, 
1 saw them fall in deadly swoon. 
And perish. — And now all distraught, 
Bhnd-stricken, fainting, and forlore, 
I call'd them, felt them, o'er and o'er; 
Thev moved not — answered not. 

Oh Pisa ! Pisa ! thou rt the shame, 

Tlie blot of fair Ilesperia's fame : 

Why sleeps the thirsting sword? or why 

Slumber Ueav'n's thunders in the sky? 

Oh why do Arno's refluent streams. 

With vengeful waves, forbear 

To swamp thee down, with all thy crimes? 

All blood-stain'd as vou are! 

If Ugolino sin'd, the price 

Was Ugolino's sacrifice. 

One victim might atone; 

Surely my torture might appease 

Thy deepest, deadliest enmities; 

I was the mark; but what could these 

Poor innocents liave done? 

Their tender age were fit defence 
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UGOI.INO'S DREA .V. 

To vindicate tlieir innocence; 

Poor Hoys!— Oh fiend-like trcaeliery! 

Their blood thy foulest stain will be, 

And Tliebes be fair in fame, compar'd with thee. 




SUL<J.MOi\'S SONO. 

Arise, my fair one, come away, 

Unclieery Winter's past; 
New flowers are springing every day, 

And the rain is gone at last. 

Now burst tlie Vines their ruby eyes. 
And fragrant bloom display; 

And figs arc budding forth; arise. 
My fair one, come away. 

The Turtle's cooing, soft and sweet. 

Among the Palmy groves; 
And choirs of little songsters greet 

Tlie season of their loves. 

Come, let us go into the fields. 

To feed tlie little fawn; 
A pleasant smell the Mandrake yields. 

And sweet the breath of morn. 
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SOLOMON'S SONG. 

Behold, thou art all fair, my love ! 

Behold, thou art all fair; 
E'en as the circling ifooii above, 

And lillies, dropping myrrh. 

Thou art mine own unsullied one; 

More comely for to see, 
Than flocks, new washed on Lebanon; 

There is no spot in thee. 

Awake thee; ope thy dove-like eyes. 
To bless the dawn of dav; 

From beds of kindred lillies, rise. 
My fair one, come away. 

I'll set my seal upon thy heart. 

Upon thy brow a wreath; 
Nor Oceans shall our love dispart. 

For Love is strong as Death. 
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FROM VITTORIA COLONNA. SON. XXVIII, 






Oh ! I would shut my heart to earthly things ; 
And concentrate my soul, to feast above 
On Angel-voices, and sweet communings; 
Where perfect peace consorts with perfect love. 

There is a spiritual air, that plays 
On living heart-strings, with a breath divine; 
That, to one end, all chord and discord sways. 
So in eternal concord all combine. 

Love, the Precentor of tlie Soul, inspires 
The varying cadence, regulates the tone. 
And keeps each Instrument in unison; 
And modulating on each chord and key, 
(lives passing sweetness to the harmony : 
Tis tAis the wise Composer e'er desires. 



vv. 
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WE HAVK I.AHJ THt.K U) HKST. 

TAy Su» *rt* //owe down while it was yet daif. Jkj. xv. 19. 

We have laid thee to rest; and the grave's o'er thee closing; 
We have wept o'er thee, bless'd thee, and silent the knell: 
In the home of thy peace, have we left thee reposing; 
And with one parting look, we have sobM a farewell. 

We have laid thee, w^here all thou hast loved are sleeping. 
And soft be thy slumber —tho' ours be oppressed — 
Where the pale midnight Moon her lone vigil is keeping. 
O'er the cell, where for ages thy Forefathers rest. 

Thou art gone — ^yet 'tis long e'er belief shall overtake thee, 
Yet dark is tlie chamber, thy voice in our ears; 
The light step— the whisper — yet fear to awake tliee. 
And the couch of thine anguish is wet with our tears. 

Together in joy, and together in sorrow. 
In boyhood, in manhood, from birth to the tomb, 
Unseverd as yet have we lived; but to-morrow 
Shall dawn on a dreary and desolate liome. 
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WK HAVE LAID THEE TO REST. 



Tho' years may allay, or oblivion soothe, 
Tho' care^ may encumber, new ties may engage; 
Yet mem'ry, that gilds the fair visions of youth, 
Shall cast a long gloom o'er the shadows of age. 

And the shadows will lengthen, till dark be the Sun, 
And night's sable pall o'er Creation be tos'd; 
But morn, from the regions of liglit, shall return. 
And restore us at length to the lov'd, and the lost. 

As from life's pleasant valleys, the Palmer ascending, 
From station to station, more steer and distressed; 
On turning the cold rugged crag, at its ending, 
Shall behold the fair mansions of" sunshine and rest. 

Too early, thy noon-day has set in the waters; 
Too early, thy star has its place in the Sky; 
Thy years yet unri|>e — but in living have taught us 
To live; and in death, thou hast taught us to die. 
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THf. SF.ASn-NS. 

FOUR SONNETS. BY VINCEN2I0 FILICAIA. 
Sonnet 1. — Villegiatura de Prima vara. 

I LOVE thee. Nature, wild and rude, 
Dell, mountain, rock, and solitude; 
Unceasing gaze, and wearied eye. 
My longing Soul scarce satisfy. 

I love thy sprouting herbs, and flowers. 
Thy teaming woods, and budding bowers; 
Cool streams, that wind thro' dewey glade, 
And mirror all the verdant shade. 

There, my surviving days I'd pass. 

In meditative loneliness; 

And weed this wicked heart of mine, 

From tlie rank growth that thrives therein. 

And, while my story drear and dark, 
I'grave upon tlie Beech-tree bark; 
My tears the morning dew should be, 
Grief, all that germinates in me. 
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THF. SEASONS. 
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Sonnet 2. —VilUgiatura de State. 
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When the fierce Dog-star rides ou high. 
And herb aud verdure parch aiid die; 
[ hie me from his torrid sheeu. 
To shady groves of evergreen. 

And Sol, who sheds his golden flood 
On all, save me and solitude; 
Or cares not look on sucli an one. 
Or looks disdain, and passes on. 

Not so man's cruel destiny. 

He marks us with unwearied eye; 

And groves of green are fragile bield, * 

From his unerring shaft to shield. 

A marksman so expert is he, 
To harrass poor mortality; 
That be his aim from far or near. 
His deadly arrows never err. 

♦ Protection (Scotiskj 
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Sonurt 3—ViUe</iatura cT Autunno. 

The golden vine, like fruitful spouse, 
Fliugs round the elm her laden boughs; 
And fondly twines her tendril shoots. 
To fill his bosom with her fruits. 

Now every tree rich produce gives. 
No longer bloom, and barren leaves; 
And, with a bounteous welcome, greets. 
Inviting all to taste her sweets. 

But years and seasons, rolling on, 
Bring me one fruit, and only one. 
Regret — for seasons spent in vain. 
With shame and sorrow in its train. 

And tho' my wounded spirit weaves 
His wreath, with flowers enough and leaves ; 
Yet Autumn, tho' to all it come. 
Has ne'er brought me a harvest-home. 
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SONG OF THE €APT1VE Of ZION. 
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Bjf the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept. 

tchen we remembered thee, Oh Zion. P8. 137. 
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By Babylon's desolate waters. 

In weariness weeping and woe. 

We thought upon Judah's fair daughters. 

And the land where the palm-trees grow. 

And we thought on thee, Widow of Zion ! 
The days of thy beauty are flown ; 
All bounderi in fetters and iron. 
Thy Children are captive and gone. 

"The joy of the Earth'' is deserted, 
They have spoiled the olive and vine — 
Who shall comfort thee, poor broken-hearted ? 
Was ever there sorrow like thine? 
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SONG OF THE CAPTIVE OF ZIOS. 

*' Wake the song; and bring hither the lute, 
For/' they said, "ye are weary with woe/' 
When the cords of affliction are mute. 
Shall we wake them to bondage? Ah no. 

They are hanging unstrung on the trees, 
Upon Shinar's disconsolate sand; 
Tliey have sung the Lord's song — and must cease 
The sweet strain, in an infidel land. 

Oh ! Salem ! if e'er I forget 
The bliss of thy sacred bowers; 
Tho' the sun of thy glory be set. 
And the stranger exult on thy towers. 

If I love thee not, Zion, o'er all 
That the world and its grandeur can gie; 
May the meed of ingratitude fall 
On a heart, so unworthy of thee. 

A curse on thy gorgeous palaces. 
Thou Babylon ! Queen of the Earth ; 
On thy revels, and golden chalices, 
Tiiat overflow with thy measure of wrath. 
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SOyO OF TIJE CAPTIVE OF ZION. 

The warrior sons of thy pride 
Shall rot, on thy blood-sodden shore; 
Nor ever the voice of the bride 
Shall be heard in thy halls any more. 

For thy pomp is gone down to the grave, 
And the noise of thy viols is passed; 
And the standard of vengeance shall wave 
O'er the groves of thy idols, at last. 

But the Lord shall remember his fold. 
Nor his anger for ever shall burn; 
And Jordan divide, as of old. 
To welcome his childre's return. 

And Judah shall rise, like a Lion 
From the lair of his resting, as erst; 
And our harps shall be sounding in Zion, 
When thou liest low in the dust. 
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ON THE BANK OF A STREAM. 
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On the bank of a stream where the violet blows. 
Young Beauty reposed iu the shade; 
And the Bees sang a lullaby, up in the boughs, 
That were blossoming over her head. 

She mark'd not the blossoms, their glory how brief. 
How they fell, but the flower of a day; 
Nor wist she the Bee was a foraging thief. 
That was stealing the honey away. 

The Zephyrs were wooing the flowers, where she lay 
In the freshness and fragrance of morn; 
But she reckM not the Zephyrs were bearing away 
The sweets, that would never return. 
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The sparkling waters, deliciously clear. 

Like pleasure's hour, merrily flow; 

And the murmuring music was soothing to hear, 

As they danc'd o'er the pebbles below. 

But she wot not the hours fled as fast as the water. 
Too soon to be gulph'd in the seas; 
Nor giddily marked she the lesson it taught her, 
That at sunset its brightness would cease; 

That as blossoms will perish, so beauty will do; 
And that flowers and their fragrance decay; 
That the Bees, and the Zephyrs will cease for to woo. 
When the honey they seek is away. 
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so NO. 

And dost thou still by moonlight rove. 
As thou wert used, with me. 

And think on one, who bade thee love 
Her soft solemnity? 

And canst thou see without regret 
Our pledge of 'parted joy; 

Of days, so sweet to memory, yet 
Iramirror'd in her eye? 

Tho' frigid now, and spiritless 
Those rays, that once could burn ; 

They tell of times — time can't efface, 
Tho* never to return. 

E'en now perhaps some gaze on her 
Like me, from some far shore; 

And eyes and hearts find union there. 
That meet on earth no more. 
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TO y.F.PHW^. 

FROM ELVIRA QIAMPIERI. 



Fly, gentle Zephyr, fly 

Where my heart sendetli thee; 
Catch me a lover's sigh, 

And bring it back to me. 

A sigh — that, sweetly deep. 

With rose's odours rife; 
Then, lay it on my lip. 

And thou wilt give me life. 

There's naught on earth can plciisc. 

Until, on nimble wing, 
ITiou, kind and gentle breeze, 

That sigh of love shalt bring. 

But should'st thou come, one morn. 
Without the charge I give; 

That hour — of thy return — 
Will be mv last to live. 
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FARFAVF.LL. 

Fauewell clear — dearest mother — 
Farewell — ray heart's one joy; 

For the world has ne'er another, 
That can thy love supply. 

The livelong day 1 miss thee; 

I dream from night to morn ; 
And when I spring to kiss thee^ 

1 wake — and thou art gone. 

Thy sweet form st.inds before me, 
And I hear thee speak my name 

A sickly chill comes o'er me, 
And thrills thro' all niv frame. 

I stray from room to room — 
For I scarce know what I do ; 

Bnt in every one there's some 
Sad monitor of you. 
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FAREWELL. 

Thy chair — the vacant place, 
By the silent sad fireside ; 

I cannot bear the stillness — 
So dreadful is the void. 

Papa^ he sits all day 

With his hands upon his knee; 
Gazing on vacancy, 

And has no thought for me. 

Some times he kisses me, 

But it seems to vex him sore; 

And he starts — and he looks at m^, 
As he never looked before. 



They bid me not to weep, 
But Oh how can I refrain ? 

They tell me thou'rt asleep, 
And will soon awake again. 

Ah, should I wish t'were so ? 

It is wicked that I should : 
Thou art happy now I know. 

For thou wast always good. 
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FAIiEWKLL 

And wilt thou ne'er n*turn? 

Art 'ever lost to me? 
'J'lie thought's so dreadful one, 

It cannot — cannot be. 

Sweet mother — where art thou? 

If thou canst see us here. 
Sure thou must grieve to know 

How sorrowful we are. 

I'd heard of death, but ne'er 
Knew liow awful it could be — 

I am heart-sick, mother dear, 
And fain would be with thee. 

And I wander in the grove. 
From mom till eventide; 

For I've lost the thing I love 
Beyon' all the world beside. 

Then fare-thee-well — for ever? 

Oh no — it may not be : 
For never — never — never — 

Can I love, as I love thee. 
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SO-N<J OF T\^V. fMir.lUN'T, 
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Far, far have I roamM from the home of my rest, 
To the gold-bearing torrents, and sands of the west; 
O'er the wide sea an exile, by poverty driven, 
A waif of the world — and a castling of heav'n. 

In toil, never-ending, the daylight is passM, 
And the night on the sward, all exposed to the blast, 
And the sun, at his setting, but leaves me to pain, 
^Vm he rise, to awake me to labor again. 

Yet the dreams of my home ever sweeten my rest. 
And fan the bright ember of hope, in my breast; 
While my languishing spirit unfetterM may rove 
To the land of my youth, and the cot of my love. 
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Oh ! thus may they brighten each pitiless day. 
Till the term of my pilgrimage passes away; 
When all hearts shall, united in gratitude, burn, 
And poverty flee — at the exile's return. 
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A -MOTHER'S SONO. 

FROM CHIARA MORRONI 8IL0RATE. 

Slkep, ray babe, thy peaceful slumbers, 

^Neatli the deep and darkling shade; 
While thy loving mother numbers 

Hours of vigil o'er thy head. 
Sweet's the balmy breath of summer. 

Hustling thro' the greenwood waste; 
Genial airs ! with plaintive murmur, 

Soothe my darling boy to rest. 
Never were rose and eglantine 
Sweet, as those smiling lips of thine. 

Sleep, my babe, &c., &c., &c. 

All the sylvan choir rejoices. 
Fluttering from tree to tree : 

Pretty birds! your gladsome voices 
Join in grateful song with me; 

We'll raise the chorus of the grove 

To innocence, and faithful love. 
Sleep, my babe, &c., &c., &c. 
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A MOTH Ens SON(/. 

Little streamlet ! from aloft. 
Foaming down thy pebbly way, 

Murmuring musically soft, 
Sing my baby's lullaby : 

Casting abroad thy cooling spray, 

To moderate the noon-tide ray. 
Sleep, my babe, &c., &c., &c. 

Lovely babe! in thee I plight 

Every hope, and every joy; 
Drinking rapturous delight 

From thy little laughing eye: 
Truly, if life thou owest to me, 
I owe the bliss of it to thee. 

Sleep, my babe, thy peaceful slumbers, 
'Neath the deep and darkling shade; 

While thy loving mother numbers 
Hours of vigil o'er thy head. 
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WHKN A<;f. ANO ITS 1L{,S. 




Tho* dull the clots of Itfe, and far away 

Each flower that haiVd the dawning of iJu da$ ; 

Yet o^er her lovely hopee, that once were dear, 

The time'ianght epirit, peneiffe, not eevere. 

With milder griefe, her aged ege shall flU, 

And weep their falsshood, tho* shs love them still. 

Campbrll, p. H. 
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When age and its ills gather round, 
And the night-warning curfew toll; 

When the sliafts of infirmity wound, 
And the iron enter into the soul. 

The lorn spirit turns, from the wrack 
Of crushed hope, care's canker, and ruth. 

To the bright fields that welcome it back 
To the fire, and the freshness of youth. 

To the young homes of sunshine and peace. 
Where content spreads her halcion wing; 

And the world was an Eden of bliss. 
That smiled in perpetual spring. 
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117/ AW AGE Ai\D ITS ILLS. 

So deep and so dear the affection, 
The scenes of our childhood impart; 

That each spot has some fond recollection. 
Each tree has its place in the heart. 

And as visions and voices, that float 
On the ocean of memory's prime, 

Thej are heard in the wood-pigeon*s note. 
They are seen in the blossoming lime. 

There are images, cherished in tears 
Of regret— the man looks for in vain; 

A confiding affection, that years 
And experience know not again. 

But hope, the wild minstrel of youth, 
SpumM the charm of the nursery song; 

And he sang his wild strains — but forsooth 
Was his lyre by a Syren strung. 

To the winds his fair tresses he flung, 
His full eyes to Heavenward bent; 

And such honied strains fell from his tongue, 
That the agdd e*en paused, as they went. 
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WIIKS AOE AND ITS ILLS. 

And lie sang of fields^ mountains^ and bowers ; 

All that pleasure to manhood endears, 
Of laughter, and light-hearted hours — 

But he sang not of travail and tears. 

How, incited by fancy's bright form 
We build on the sand, for a day; 

'nil reality, stern as the storm. 

Come and sweep the fair fabric away. 

And fond anticipation take wing. 
And fairy dreams perish, as fast 

As the balm-breathing blossom of spring, 
In the withering eastern blast. 

And anoji tlie worn traveller know 
The mirJtge of the morning deceives; 

When he learn, in the volume of woe. 
The sad lesson experience gives. 

For the triumph of life, and the laurel, 
All the pleasure and pomp that ensnare: 

But point to piiilosophy's moral. 
To teach us how little they are. 
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WHEN AGE AXD ITS ILLS. 

How vain is each young aspiration. 

Too tardily lingering on — 
The charm is but participation 

With those that we love — they are gone. 

For life and its vaunted joys 

Are the sport of the passing hour; 

Each stroke of the scythe destroys 
Some cherish'd and lovely flower; 

That has hWn, as an unwither'd leaf 
In a midsummer shower- is flown 

E'er we grasp it — as bright and as brief, 
As the flash of the funeral gun. 

And feeble and faint is the spark 
That illumines the close of the day; 

And the lengthening shadows grow dark, 
In the sun's last parting ray. 

As the wraith of the night-star looms 
Thro' the gaud and the glory of eve; 

To betoken the blight, that e'er comes 
On the wreaths, that the confident weave ; 
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WUKN AGE ASD ITS ILLS. 

Tlie memory of those, that awaken 
Sweet visions of love's early day. 

That have finishM their course, and have taken 
The life of existence away, 

But teaches the fate, that must needs 
Crush the cares and the craving of earth : 

Blighted hope — and the foot that treads 
The damp and chill valley of death. 

Oh hope! thou>t a goodly deceiver, 
That cheat us of half of our pain; 

But Cassandra shall find a believer. 
Or ever I trust thee again. 

Once only thou ne^er mayst belie. 
Nor man and his destiny sever; 

For humanity's boon is to die. 
And once— find a refuge for ever. 

And we hail it — the herald of peace; 

Proclaiming, our warfare is o'er : 
That life's sighs and sorrows shall cease. 

And that hope shall delude us no more. 
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A MADRIOAL. AFTER OIAMBATISTA OUARINI. 

YoiiNCi Cupid, sporting witli the flowers 
Amid his lov'd Idaliaii bowers, 
And seeking honey tree by tree, 
Was wounded by an angry bee. 
In pain and spite the flower he nips. 
And flung the sap on rosy h'ps; 
On rosy lips — as roses red. 
On rosy lips— as roses sweet. 
And th(»n, to lips of roses said : 
Avaunt yc ! go — the world beset — 
And whosoe'er those lips shall kiss, 
(And who will not where woman is?) 

He too shall feel the smart: 
For when the honied bane he sips 
'T shall be, as nectar to his lips; 

A dagger to his heart. 
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THE ROSE. 

A MADRIOAL. AFTER 0IAMBATI3TA OUAR(NI. 

Lycoris gave to Corydoii, 

When once she met him on the lea, 
A rose— it was a lovely one. 

It scarcely seem'd of earthly tree. 

And giving it, the crimson hue 

O'er her fair cheek so warmly glows; 

The shepherd swore he hardly knew 
The blashing maiden, from the rose. 

And answering her, in amorous sighs, 
"Ah! I were bless'd indeed'' — he said: 

" Could I find favour in those eyes. 
To grant the inster-floiver imt^ad," 
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SON<J. 

As the glead on the hearth, 

When the flame dieth low. 
Still bums with a softer 

And equable glow; 
So thine ejes — if indeed 

They're a trifle less bright, 
They burn with a meeker, 

And holier light. 

And that meek holy light 

Is the type of the soul. 
That shall keep its pure fire 

Till thine ashes are coF; 
As the glead on the hearth, 

Tho' its brightness be gone. 
E'er retains the warm spark. 

To the dawning of morn. 
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FHOM PF.TKAR€H. 



SONNET XXVIII. 



He reaolvet to fiy gocietjif, in ths hope of concealing , or curing^ kit 
too apparent love for Laura, hut teetne to doubt kit eueeest. 

With melancholy step and slow, 
(yet earth^s deserted wilds I go; 
Resolved on solitude; to fly 
All vestige of humanity. 

What other mode can I devise 
To baffle scrutinizing eyes? 
Since this dejected air of mine 
Betrays the flames, that rage within. 

The wild, the mountain, and the wood 
May learn my moody solitude. 

That mortal ne'er may know : 
Yet, where a refuge find so rude, 
So wild, that love will ne'er intrude ? 

And e'en be welcome too. 
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HAl.LAi). 
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There's not a flower, that field or grove 
Or Flora's wreath may bear. 

Can vie in beauty with my love; 
For she's beyon' compare. 

She is the lily of the vale; 

And wheresoe'er she be. 
Like pimpernel, * her eyes foretell 

Sanshine and jollity. 

Her smiles are bright as burns, that flow 
The mountain side adown; 

Her blushes as the mountain snow, 
Kiss'd by the setting sun. 

* Pimpernel, ** Shejihenfs weafher-fflfnutV 
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BALLAD. 

Her eyes are like the turtle dove's; 

Her feet the light gazelle^s; 
And sweet is she as Saba's groves. 

And aromatic gales. 

She's not hke other girls — Oh no; 

She's twenty times as fair; 
And all their quips and quirks but shew 

How envious Women are. 

When the lads chose her Queen of May, 
And wi' garlands prankM her hair; 

How they did spife her! — did\i they? 
My stars, how mad they were ! 

The village own her for their belle; 

They go to church to see her; 
And some one looks so sly— it's well 

There's no confessing here. 

Once, when I tried to tell her how 

My heart was woe-begone, 
Says she : " You'd better mind your plough. 

And let us gals alone." 
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JiALLAD. 

My hands are hard \vi* toil, I know, 

Mv face is sun-embrown': 
And could my heart deceive me so. 

To hope for such a' one? 

Oh were I but a gentleman, 

Witli fifty pounds o' mine; 
She ne'er sliould milk the cows again. 

Or tend the nasty swine: 

But she should dofif her russet gown. 

And walk in kirtle green; 
Her little feet in velvet shoon, 

And hose of silken sheen. 

A snood of scarlet should restrain 
Those locks; and at the fair, 

She'd lead the dance wi' me, and reign 
The queen of beauty there. 
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A fAHLE. 

FROM A. DE' QIORQI BERTOLA. 

Black eyes and blue once had a quarrel; 
The subject — which shM bear tlie laurel. 
You black are taciturn — austere, — 
You blue are always insincere. — 
IMack is a melancholy hue, — 
But not so changeable as blue. — 
In us reflected Hcav'n is seen — 
We are so bright, we need a screen; 
Venus had dark eyes. — very true, 
But Juno and Minerva blue — 
Much longer had the contest been; 
Mad Cupid stepM not in between; 
And thus given judgement, on occasion 
Of this important litigation : 
As any prudent shepherd would. 
Well learned in the Cyprian code : 
"No colour can this doubt dispel, 
For colour does not truth impart. 
Those eyes, /or me, will bear the bell. 
That shew the tenor of the heart.'' 
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MAi)HI<;Al.. 



FROM A. DE' QtORQI BERTOLA. 



Hark ! said Cliromis, with Nigella 

Sitting by the water ; hark ! 
Moaning winds like these foretell a 
Stormy night; and Oh! my bark. 
Never mind, you silly fellow, 
To her Chromis said Nigella, 
What to us are bark or weather? 
Sitting here so snug together. 

Yes, quoth he, were woman truer. 

Ever constant, ever kind; 
As perchance this moment you are, 
I'd nor care for boat nor wind. 
But you girls are light as spray, 
Always changing; and some day, 
1 should find me destitute 
Of boat and nets — and you to boot. 
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ODES 



OF 



ANACEEON 




fHOM A^^ArRf:i^^^ 



TO HIMSELF. ODE 24. 
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1 WAS born of a woman ; perforce 
1 must follow life's weary course: 

The part that Fve run, 

Is as clear as the sun; 
But the untrodden path's a mysterious one, 
And the end is as dark as the source. 

Then away, dull care, from me, 
ni have nothing to do with thee : 

But as long as I stay 

In this prison of clay, 
I'll laugh, and Fll sing, and I'll dance, and 1*11 play. 
And m drink like a fish in the sea. 

Thi8 Ode is the origin of the old English song " Begone Dnll Care.'' 
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T<J ANACKFAhNS ^n^VK. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE IX 



Whence, pretty dove. Oh whence. 
And wither art thou winging? 

Celestial incense 

From airy regions flinging, 

What art? what wouldest thou? 
Such fragrance earthward bringing. 

Anacreon sent me to 

Bathyllus young and good; 

(The same Bathyllus, who 
Now rules the multitude) 

For Venus sold me to him, 
And he paid her with an ode. 

And I may not refuse 

His messenger to be, 
So I carry billets doux 

For Anacreon, you see; 
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TO ANACREON'iS DOVE. 

Aud he tells me^ if I'm faithful 
That he'll set me free. 

But tho' he grant it, I 

Would never quit his bield; 

What boon to me, to fly 
O'er hill and barren weald? 

And sit on trees to eat 

Coarse stuff the hedges yield ? 

From Anacreon's own hand. 
Now, I eat his bread; 

On his own cup I stand. 

And sip his wine; and spread 

My wings, to dance with him, 
And shade his reverend head. 

And then — upon liis golden 

Lyre to roost I go. 
So there's my story tolden 

Stranger, avaunt — for thou 
Ha<t even made me more 

Loquacious than a crow. 



163 



U-N AOihNlS OKAiJ. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE LXIV. 
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As soon as Venus saw 

Her lovM Adonis dead^ 

His hair de61ed with gore. 

And his beauteoas colour fled; 

She called her Cupids to her, 

And bade them catch the boar. 

Then, straightway ofif they flew. 

And scour'd the covert thro'; 

And they found the boar, and bound Inni 

With fetters, round and round liim. 

Some drag*d the prisoner. 

With halter on his nose; 

While others marched in rear. 

And beat him with their bows : 

And he went on in fear, 

For liC greatly dreaded her. 
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ON A DON IS DEAD. 

"Was't you, this limb that tore?" 

Said Venus to the boar: 

•'Basest of beasts! was't you 

My darling spouse that slew?" 

Then the beast replied to her: 

"By thine husband — by these bonds — 

By thine own fair self, I swear — 

By these huntsmen, and their hounds— 

If you'll believe me, Venus, 

There was no grudge between us; 

It was purely accident 

Your handsome spouse was shent: 

I meant him no disaster; 

I only tried to kiss. 

What I took for alabaster. 

That snow-white thigh of his. 

And must I die for this? — 

Then take these cursed teeth. 

That wrought thy husband's death; 

Cut 'em out, Venus — draw 'em — 

(I've no more occasion for 'em) 

Nay, e'en cut off my snout. 

If you*re not content without." 
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ON ADONIS DEAD. 

Then, Venus kind relented, 
"When she saw the beast repented ; 
And she bade her little ones 
T' release him from his bonds. 
Nor more did he, a rude 
Fierce beast, the forest rove; 
But his heart became subdued. 
And a proselyte to love. 




166 



T(t A Y<«HN(; LAUY. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE XX. 

Fair Niobe, in days agoue. 
Was metamorphosed to a stone: 
Pandion^s daughter, Tereus' wife 
Became a bird, to save her life. 
Oh ! that I might thy mirror be. 
That thou should'st alwavs look on me: 
rd be thy garment, to be bless'd 
By ever hanging on thy breast; 
I'd be the water in the basin. 
That thou dost dip thy pretty face in ; 
Some pendant pearl, thy breast to deck. 
My arms the chain, about thy neck : 
Nay — but Fd be thy very shoe, 
Proud to be trod upon by you. 
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TO €1-PI0. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE XL. 

Young Cupid, once at play 
Amid the rosen bowers. 

Saw not a Bee, that lav 
Asleep among the flowers. 

And smarting from the sting. 
With fluttering winglets, ran 

To Venus blubbering. 

And shook his little han' : 

Mama! Mama! look here. 
How bad my finger's bit; 

Oh dear! Oh dear! Oh dear! 
I shan't get over it. 
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TO CUPID. 

One of tliose nasty things, 
That Shepherds call a Bee, 

('I'hose little snakes with wings) 
Has hurt me niortallv. 

Says she: Ke — how can you 
Be such a silly thing, 

1^0 make so much ado 
About a little sting? 

What think you others feel 
That you've been shooting at? 

I'hey'U tell you, that your steel 
Gives greater pain than that. 
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TO A <"irAnA. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE LXIII. 

TiiiacE happy little thing! that sip'st 
The dew's ambrosial drop; 

And merrily sing. 

Like a sylvan king, 
Throned on the greenwood top. 



For all the world is thine, 
Whatever thine eyes can see; 
Whatever the woods, 
And fields and floods 
Can give, ^tis all for thee. 

The swains, and rustic maids 
Deliglit to hear thy call ; 

No injury 

They fear from thee. 
For thou^rt the friend of all. 
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TO A CICADA. 

Sweet chorister of spring! 
The rural Muses court thee; 

And in the groves, 

Apollo loves 
To hear the lay, he taught thee. 

Sweet Songster! never doomed 
In pain and age to pine; 

Bloodless and airy. 

As little fairy. 
Thou art almost divine. 
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<VN HlM.SF.l.F. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE LXI. 

I WAS sleeping one night, <ind beheld in a vision 

The form of tlie merry old Teian Musician : 

He seem'd, as I thought, to be speaking to me, 

And I ran to embrace him aflFectionately : 

He was old to be sure, but in years — nothing else; 

For he still was good looking, and fond of the girls; 

His lips with the odour of wine were suffused. 

And Cupid was leading him — just as he used. 

He threw me the garland, that bound his grey hair. 

Saying "take it; Anacreon\s spirit is there/^ 

And, fool that I was, I accepted the meed. 

And I wore it; Anacreon's spirit indeed — 

For, from that day to tliis, I have ne'er been at peace, 

T have never ceased loving, nor ever can cease. 
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TO THK LAfMKS. 



I "v ao V^^i ■ * 



FROM ANACREON. ODE II. 



IIoKNS to bulls are decreed, 
Hard hoofs to the steed, 

Little birds have their wings. 
And the timid have speed; 
The lions have teeth. 
And the fishes, beneath 
The ocean's blue waves, 
Swim away in their need. 

So wisdom by Heav'n 
To man has been given; 

But Woman — poor Woman ! 
To what is she driven? 

Has she naught but despair? 
No— there's Beautv for her : 
Who with Beauty has ever 
Successfully striven ? 
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TO rut: LADIES. 

For the sword, and the shield. 
And the lance must yield; 

And there's never a weapon 
On battle field, 
Nor iron, nor fire. 
That can ever compare. 
With a weapon so deadly 
As Beauty can wield. 
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TO HIS €(JP. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE XVII. 
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Takk silver, jiikI make for me, 

Good Vulcan, with all thy art — 
Not a suit of panoply ; 

Wliat have I to do with that? 
But a cup — make a cup for me, 
And as deep as a cup can be. 

No Constellations there 
Be graven around the brim. 

No Pleiads, or Northern bear, 
Nor Orion, gaunt and grim : 

For the IMeiads what care 1, 
Or for all the stars in the sky? 

But luscious grapes, on the stem 

Of the circling vine, be growing; 
And the maidens gathering them. 
And vats full and overflowing; 
While Batliyllus and Cupid combine 
With Bacchus, in treading the wine. 



TO Hl'HiyG. 

Man resumes lus vernal toil, anil 
Rural beauty beams around; 

Olive groves shall flow witli oil, and 
Teeming eartli with fruits be crown'd. 

Every brancli with blossom bending, 
Autumn's fruitful lio|)c approves; 

Aromatic shade extending 

O'er the fountain Bacchus loves. 




TO A VO{-N'r. I.ADV. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE ixxiv. 

Oh ! mark not my silver locks— turn not away, 
Because thou art lovely, because I am grey; 
(3h turn not from one who adores thee, nor fly. 
Because thou art younger and brighter tlian 1; 
For tlie prettiest garlands, the sweetest of posies, 
Consist in the union of Lilies and Roses. 

HUBENOUM F.ST. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE xix. 

—- — -^;;— •ojv.^oo— ;-^> — .^- 

Thk Earth imbibes all nature's spoil, 
All vegetation drinks the soil. 
The Ocean drinks the atmosphere. 
The Sun as largely drinks of her; 
The Moon, like-manner, every night 
Drinks freely of the solar light; 
Why then do my companions blame 
Their friend, because he docs the, same? 
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TO AN OU) MAN. 



FROM ANACREON. ODE xlvii. 



I AM fond of a jolly old Man, 
And a lad who can dance with the lasses : 
IJut when an old fellow 

Can foot it away, 
It's o' no use to tell o' 
His tresses of grey. 
For tlie heart gives the lie to the tresses. 

ON HIMSELF. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE XVI. 



You sing of Troy, and Tliebau wars. 

And cities overthrown; 
While I am occupied with cares. 

And troubles of my own. 
'Tis neither Horse, nor Infantry, 
Nor battle Ship, that's wounded me : 
But a new arm — th' Artillery 

Of Eyes— bright eyes alone. 
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TO €GPIO. 

FROM ANACREON. ODE xiv. 

1 WOULD be in love if I could, 
And Cupid has told me I should; 
But I slighted the hint, for my mind 
Was always perversely inclined. 

Then he took up his bow so bold. 
And he slung on his quiver of gold. 
And fitting an arrow — "prepare 
Said he, "and fight if you dare.^ 






So I buckled the mail on my breast. 
And I laid my lance in the rest. 
Like Achilles of old, and, od rat him, 
I bid him come on — and went at him. 
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TO (Urpfi), 

He shot — and I turned and fled : 
When he found his last arrow had sped. 
He raved; and his ire was so hot. 
He flew at me head first — like a shot. 

Oh my heart ! for he went smack thro' me. 
In spite of ray shield, and he slew me : 
For what safety can armour impart. 
When the strife is within — in the Heart? 




182 



PHYLUS TO OF.MOPHOON. 

FROM OVID. EP. II. 




Thy Phyllis greets thee — bat complains 

Her guest Demopboou remains 

So long away; the vow he made 

Forgotten, or too long delayed; 

When the full Moon her splendour lent. 

Your anchor weighed, your sail was bent: . 

But now, four Moons have seen their wane, 

And four times fill'd their horns again. 

Yet you returned not: if you count 

The days and hours as lovers wont. 

And once we did, you^ll own, I'm sure. 

That my complaint's not premature. 

Hope lingered on, for slow belief 

Attends the monitor of grief; 

But time th' unwelcome truth will prove. 

Spite of my wishes, and my love. 

Oft have I, to myself untrue. 

Formed forced apologies for you. 

And tried to think delay could find 

Excuses in the storm of wind: 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPHOON, 

I charged thy Sire with thy detent. 
Yet he perchance was innocent; 
Oft, when I thought on Ilebrus strand, 
I fear'd the breakers, and the sand. 
And wearied Heaven with my pra/r 
To spare you — wicked tho' you are. 
Oft, when the skies and seas were clear, 
''Surely,^' Tve said, 'Mie'll soon be here. 
If well;'' and love has pleaded still. 
Exerting all a woman's skill, 
To find some likely obstacle. 
And yet you stay — nor oaths forsworn. 
Nor love, can hasten your return ; 
Your sails and promises you've cast 
Together, to the changeling blast, 
Your promises, like fair winds, fail; 
Your words are faithless as your sail. 
Say, what has so degraded me. 
Except unwisely loving thee? 
One crime I own, if crime it be, 
The crime of hospitality. 
Ungrateful as thou art! where now 
Thy faith, thy pledge, thy plighted vow? 
What God was oftenest on your tongue. 
The pledge, and witness of your wrong? 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOFHOON, 

By every angry Sea you swore. 

That you have tempted o'er and o'er; 

By thy Grandsire, who rules the Sea, 

Unless he's also — falsity. 

By Venus, and the Torch and Bow, 

That has too surely airaM its blow; 

By Juno, and the powers aboon. 

Who sanction righteous union: 

Oh! should each Deity resent 

His name misused, his honour shent. 

Where would the weight of vengeance fall? 

Thy shoulders could not bear it all. 

I, silly girl, afiforded thee 

The means of thus deserting me; 

Fitted thy Vessel to depart. 

And my own weapon pierced my heart. 

I trusted to thy words and vows, 

(For thou hast words enough God knows) 

Trusted thy honourable name. 

Thy tears, and thy ancestral fame: 

But a man's tears are treacherous still. 

And art can use them as she will. 

I trusted too, when you adjured 

The Gods, as witness to your word. 

Would I had perish'd, e'er the hour 

You led me to the nuptial bower; 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPUOO^, 

I had an honor'd maiden died, 

Nor been dishonored as thy bride. 

I hoped for better things — I knew 

IM better things deserved of you: 

And can you blame a hope, that flowed 

From sense of conscious rectitude? 

'Tis no great boast, untrue to prove. 

Where confidence deserved your love; 

One poor fond girl to ruin cast — 

God grant that triumph be your last. 

A statue should be raised to thee. 

Among thy noble ancestry ; 

Near to thy Sires, whose glorious fame 

The record of his deeds proclaim : 

And when men read of monsters slain. 

Of robbers headless on the plain, 

Of Thebes' proud citadel overthrown. 

And that scarce Hell can keep her own: 

One line thy glory too shall prove 

"This man deceivkd his Host, forsook his Love/' 

Of all the acts thy father's done. 

Poor Ariadne's fate alone 

Is in thine eves a noble one. 

Yes, faithless — 'tis his only sin. 

You see paternal greatness in; 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPIIOON. 

His perfidy, the only merit 

One so degenerate can inherit. 

She triumphs now, a happier bride, 

And does on haniess'd tigers ride. 

But who will wed the girl, that's taY»n 

An alien e'er her countrymen? 

Perchance some say, "let him be gone" 

" Thrace will find one who'll prize her throne,*' 

"The end proves what he is.'' Oh no! 

Ill befall him who reasons so: 

For if you should return, they'll own 

That I for all have wisely doiie. 

And yet I have not, for this shore. 

These halls, will never see thee more. 

The vision of that parting night 

Clings to my soul, and haunts my sight : 

You dared me in your arms t' entwine; 

You wept, and mixed your tears with mine. 

Hung on my neck in sweet delay. 

And hardly tore yourself away; 

Chid the propitious winds and seas. 

And the last words you spoke were these: 

"Phyllis," you said, "expect me soon. 

Thine own, thy true Demophoou." 

Expect indeed ! for thou art gone. 

Oil never never to return. 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPIIOON. 

Expect may I? thy sail no more 

Will touch this, now deserted, shore. 

And yet I do expect; for you, 

Tho* late, may to your love be true. 

And so thy breach of faith perhaps, 

Prove but a temporary lapse. 

But why thus vex thee with my strife? 

Perhaps youVe found some other wife, 

A better, a more favor'd one, 

And I forgotten and foregone; 

And ask, forgetful of the name. 

Who Phyllis is? and whence she came? 

She, who long wending o^er the wave 

Received thee, home and harbour gave; 

Whose wealth did yet increase thy store, 

Who gave, and would have given more : 

She, — who submitted to thy sway 

All Thrace^s mighty destiny; 

From Rhodope to cool Hemus' caves, 

And where old Hebrus rolls his waves : 

Realms that Lycurgus ruled, but ne'er 

Were fitted for a woman's care. 

By perfidy my hand you won ; 

'Twas an ill-omen'd union; 

The boding ravens croaked a curse, 

And howling fairies greeted us, 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPHOON, 

Alecto shook her snaky hair. 

And the torch gave a deadly glare. 

I pace these solitary strands. 

And scan the ocean^s wide expanse. 

By day, by night, my anxious mind 

Marks but the *airt, and kens the wind; 

And each approaching sail I see 

Seems a Divinity to me: 

I rush into the surf, and this 

Can scarce restrain my eagerness; 

As it approaches near, more near. 

My doubting, wavering, hopes appear 

Faint, and more faint; till, failing all 

My maidens catch me as I fall. 

Here is a crag, whose horrid brow 

Frowns beetling o'er the bay below: 

Hence, if thy cruelty mil urge, 

Pll hurl me headlong in the surge: 

And, bourne unburied o'er the sea, 

I'll force me on thy sympathy. 

Harder than adamant, as thou art! 

Harder than — e'en thine own base heart, 

"Poor Phyllis," you'll say mournfully, 

"Thou shouldest not thus have follow'd me." 

* ^oint of the wind (ScottUh.) 
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PHYLLIS TO DEMOPHOON. 

Oft for tlie poison'd bowl I thirst, 
Or the red dagger at my breast. 
Oh! that this neck in halter swung, 
Bound which thy faithless arms have hung. 
But death shall for my fault atone. 
That fixM — it's easy choosing one. 
And this be written on my grave, 
That when Tm gone thy fame may live. 
Demophoon did his Phyllis slay, 
ii ee guest, he stole her peace away; 
And 'twas his cruel heakt that drove 
Her hand, to vindicate her love. 
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PSALMS AND HYMNS. 




HYMN fOR 0000 fttliJAV. 




^5LOW, sad, and silently, 

His melancholy way 
To Calvary, the man of sorrow wends: 

Despised, rejected one, 

Reviled, and spit upon. 

Requiting, but with prayers. 

The indignities he bears, 
With all the majesty of innocence: 

A King indeed, tho' King of scorn. 

With sceptre reed, and crown of thorn. 

Your Lord and King bewail, 

Daughters of Israel! 
For ye have loved and followed him; anon 

With bleeding hearts behol' 

1'he travail of His soul. 

Whom late th' adoring crowd, 

Amid Hosannahs loud, 
Hail'd the bless'd Envoy of the Holy one: 
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IIYAfN FOR GOOD FRIDAY. 

Whose word rebuked the Winds and Seas, 
And the tempestuous blast was peace. 



His hour is come — when he, 

On yon accursed Tree, 
Must drain tlie cup, that may not pass away; 

By those he lov^d denied, 

When love was d anger- 1 ried ; 

And, 'mid a world's disdain, 

Almost by God forsa'en ; 
E'en friendship's kiss appronclicd, but to betray 

The spotless victim of that debt. 

No Paschal lamb might expiate. 



Weep Judah's daughters! wail 

Tliy King, Oh Israel ! 
With felon band condemn'd to felon's fate; 

Consign'd by infamy 

To vengeful envy's cry. 

For you — 'mid blasphemies, 

And scoffer's taunts — he dies : 
While clouds of radiant Seraphim await. 

To bear the once incarnate Son, 

Triumpliant, to a Father's throne. 
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// YMX FOR GOOD F/tlDA Y. 

Hear! that expiring cry. 

Of mortal agouy : 
That reft the quaking rocks — the dead awoke — 

That rent the Temple's veil, 

Made Hell believe and quail. 

And the darken'd universe, 

Yet black with Adam's curse. 
In Earth's convulsion, cast the baleful yoke: 

While Earth and Heav'n proclaim'd aloud, 

"Truly ais was the Son of God." 
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HY-MiN. 



FROM THE CAHORS BREVIARY. 



» - - — ^■^'V •* *>. \y^ - 



Tu caritaSf es, Conditor, 
Et Quos crcas non deserens 
Bono repletos plurimo 
Factus Pater t not diligis. 



Thou art the soul of love, thine hand 
Sustaineth all created. Lord ! 

Thou showerest blessing o'er the land, 
Father of all, by all adored. 

Tho' blind and visionless our eyes, 
A primal darkness all enfolds; 

Thy presence the true light supplies. 
And sheds its lustre o'er our souls. 

Thy laws were made but for our gain, 
Thy justice e'er with grace overflows; 

And the same hands of love sustain 
Tlie labourer, that the task impose. 

194 



Thou dost incite, by hope aud fear. 
The heart, to deeds of high emprise; 

And, if conditions seem austere. 

Thy love the lacking strength supplies. 

The Pilgrim of the Father-land 
Hath no continuing city liere. 

His home — is one not made by hand. 
Save of the great Artificer. 

When Thy last summons we obey. 
Thou guidest thro' the dreadful void ; 

Thyself the beacon, and the way. 

The bourne, wherein our hopes confide. 

Thy mercies, in their plenitude. 

Enforce our love, a thousand ways; 

Thou art our one, our every good. 
Our adoration, and our praise. 
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PSALM 151. 



FROM LXX. 




C-...^-^ 



1 WAS the least among my Father's sons. 

The youngest of his liouse, and kept his sheep; 

And with my hands I made 

An instrument of reeds; 

And my young fingers framed a psaltery. 

But who shall scan the ways of the Most High, 

Or who shall dictate to 

His all-directing will? 

It pleased the Lord to glorify his servant; 
Who sent his angel from above, and took me 

From out the pasture, where 

I fed my Father's sheep; 
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fHALM ir»i. 

Am] with Iiis holj oil anointed me. 

Tall were m)' Brethren, and of comely form ; 

And yet the I^rd their God 

Delighted not in them. 

Then, went I forth to meet the Philistine, 
Who cursed me hy nil liif) gods; bnt I 
His giant sword from out its scabbard drew, 

Smote of his head, And took 

Til' reproach from Israel. 
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LENTEN HYMN. FROM PS. VI. 




MisBBERE : Miserere : 

Lord rebuke me but in love, 
Spirit-stricken, weak and weary; 

What is man if Thou reprove? 

Should thy dreadful wrath be wroken. 
What can th' hapless sinner save? 

If the bruised reed be broken. 
Who can serve Thee in the grave? 

Miserere : Miserere : 

Waste and wan my form appears ; 
And my heart, oppress^ and dreary, 

Vents its penitence in tears. 

Tears of hope and consolation. 
Tears, that ever cry to Thee 
In pra/r, love, faith, and adoration. 
Miserere Domine. 

Miserere : Miserere : 
Miserere Domine. 
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HYMN FOR ASCENSION OAV. 




Lift up your crystal gates on high, 
Y' eternal portals of the sky. 

He comes. He comes. He comes: 
Ho, that hath fought and overcome, 
Hath vanquished death, and sinners' doom. 
And reft its terror from the tomb; 

The King of Glory comes. 



A,i 



So late, betra/d and crucified. 
Disowned by those for whom he died, 

The Victor-victim comes 
On Angel- wings; His warfare done. 
Prince, Priest, and Sacrifice in one. 
For sin th' unsinning to atone; 

The King of Glory comes. 
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HYMN FOR ASCENSION DA Y. 

Lift your eternal gates on high. 
Ye crystal Portals of the Sky, 

The King of Glory comes : 
Was conquest e'er so glorious. 
Or strife so meritorious? 
O'er sin and Hell victorious. 

He comes — He comes — He comes. 
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HYMN FOR EASTER OAY. 

FROM JE3UITENP0SIE. 



PlautUte CaU! 
Rideat (Ether! 
Summut et imus 
Oandeat Orbit f 



Shout all ye Heavenly Spheres ! 

From star to star. 
Let all the universe 

It's joy declare! 
The darkling storm has passed. 

And blessed is the calm; 
Our glorious hope at last 

Is crown'd with Palm. 

Ye flowers I with every hue 

And fragrance dight. 
The drooping world renew. 

With spring's delight: 
Boses, and asphodels 

Arise; your sweets unfold; 
Arise, ye lily-bells 

And marygold. 
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HYMN FOR EAST EH DAY. 

Flow the full tide of song; 

And let the lyre 
The joyous strain prolong, 

In notes of fire. 

* For Christ is risen again 

According to His word; 
Death may no 'more retain 
The living Lord. 

Ye floods and waters sing; 

Ye mountains high. 
And echoing valleys, ring 

With shouts of joy. 

* For Christ is risen again. 

According to His word; 
Death may no more retain 
The hving God. 



• Namqve revixit 
Sicnti dixit 
PiuM iVaiauM 
Funere JetMM. 
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HYMN. 



FROM PSALM LI. 



'•nK^Tc 



So long, so multifold, so vast. 
Has Thy forbearance been; 

My God, avenge Thee not at last. 
And look not on my sin. 

For I confess how dark it be, 
Wert Thou extreme to note; 

I cannot hide my faults from Thee 
But T%ou canst blot them out. 

All sullied with this £arthly stain 

And heritage of sin. 
For that pure faith I sigh in vain, 

Thou so delightest in. 

But touch me with Thine hyssop bough. 
And, with no mortal throe. 

My soul shall cast this earthly slougli. 
And be as pure as snow. 
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HYMX. 

Regenerate mine inward part, 
And make me wise, to wot 

The secret working of the heart, 
That it betray me not. 

Thou wouldest not the fat of rams, 

Nor altar-blood bedight. 
And holocaust, and hecatombs. 

Are hateful in Thy sight. 

The simple heart, and lowly guise. 
Shall Thy sweet incense be; 

And faith^s all-willing sacrifice 
Of the whole soul to Thee. 
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fVeNINC HYMN, 

FROM AMBROSIUS. 
Detu Creator osiiJinii 



Makbu of all! at whost^ command 
Attendant Hosts of Atigelx stand; 
Who mad'sl, for day, Thy glorious liglit, 
And tranquil slumber for the night. 

May peaceful rest, at night's return, 
Ecfresh these members labor-woni; 
Itestore the mind's exhausted power; 
And soothe the mourner's lonesome hour. 

Another blissful day is gone. 
And biilmy night again draws on : 
For" every i>aat, and present good, 
Lord hear our songs of gratitude. 
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KVEXiyG I/YMy. 

So shall our inmost souls, to Thee 
Break forth in jojous extacy; 
And humbly fall, before Thy throne, 
In grateful adoration down. 

And, when the last long night shall come, 
And quench the Sun in mortal doom ; 
Faith shall beam forth with burning ray. 
And chase night's darkling shades away. 

No torpid sloth our hearts engross. 
But soul-reviving soft repose 
From Satan's wiles undanger'd keep. 
And holy visions gild our sleep. 
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HYiMN FOR EPIPHANY. 




Light of the World! thro' every age 
Thy brightening beam hath dawnM; 
Thou wast foreknown to Seer and Sage- 
Tlio' at Thine advent scorn'd. 
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Thy birth by Angels chorister'd 
To shepherds on the lea; 
Thine infancy by Princes fcard — 
Tho' child of penury. 

The Stars of Heav'n thine harbingers; 
By mystic vision led. 
Far Sages came thy worshippers — 
Tho* in a manger laid. 

Bless'd Scion of David's royal stem. 
Thy portion was the Rood; 
The plaited thorn Thy diadem, 
Gem'd with Thy precious blood. 
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HYMN FOR KPIPHAyr. 

The purple stole Thy mockery. 
The reed Thy sceptre rod — 
Tho' all creation own'd Thy sway. 
And Angels haiFd their God. 

Those sorrows, and those Mounds achieve 
Such weight of love divine. 
That myriads of myriads live 
In everv te^r of Thine. 
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VESPf'.R HYMN. 

FROM THE LAUDUN BREVIARY. 



Quantu per orbem gloria 
FulgeM, Creator SiderumI 
His U Deum mieantibus 
Offert Ugendum litf-erie. 



->-3^,r<!»^_ 



How great aiid glorious their God 

Thy creature-stars declare. 
And hail Thee, universal Lord! 

In every burning sphere. 

Thou spakest— the great lights arose; 

And with attempering ray. 
Made summer*8 heat, and winter^s snows. 

And darkness srailed in day. 

Impelled by Thine all-ruling force. 

The circling Planets bum; 
And devious Comets know their course. 

And hour of their return. 
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VKSPER HY\fN. 

Their blaze of glory all is Thine, 

Bless'd origin of light! 
At Thy behest alone, they shine. 

Or hide their heads in night. 

Unnumbered, as the starry zone. 

Cherubic voices raise. 
And earth and angels join in one 

Grand symphony of praise. 

Ilosannah ! to th' Almighty Lord, 

Ilosannah 1 to the Son, 
Hosannah! to the fostering word- 

Mysterious Three in One ! 
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PSALM €Xl.Vm. 



-^j 



Praise ye the Lord of Heav*n, in all 

His plentitude of pow'r: 
Praise Hira, je Hosts celestial, 

Ye taneful Seraph choir. 

Praise Him, ye Firmament and Stars, 
Yc Moon, and glorious Sun: 

He fixM your everlasting laws. 
Commanded — and ye shone. 

Praise Hira, ye Thunder, Fire, and Storms, 
Praise Him, ye Winds and Waves; 

Praise Hira, ye vast Leviathans, 
That sport in ocean's caves. 

Praise Hira, ye Hills, and all that on 
Your mountain fastness roves; 

Praise Him, thou mighty Jjebanon — 
Ye regal cedar groves. 
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PSALM CXLrilL 

Praise Him, Prince, Power, and Potentate, 
Youth, age, and maidenhood; 

Praise Him, His name is only great. 
For He alone is God. 

By Earth, and Angel-hosts adored: 

All creatures of His hand. 
Sprang into being at His word. 

And live, at His command. 




2^^ 



SACRAMENTAL HYMN, 



FROM JE8UITENP0E8IE. 



O egca viatorum 
O panii Angelorum 

O manna ccBlitum! 
EsurifnteM ciba 
Vuleedine non priva 

Cor te qiuBretUium. 



Thou blessed Angel-bread 1 

That oft the wand'rer fed. 
With Heav'n-sent Manna, on life's weary road; 

The hung'ring satisfy. 

Nor thy delights deny 
To those that seek thee, brightest gift of God ! 

Oh sacred fount of love I 

That gushest from above 
Holy and pure, from out the Saviour's heart: 

Grant Thy refreshing stream, 

('Tis all they ask) to them. 
Who thirst for what Thou only canst im^mrt. 
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SACRAMENTAL JJYMA, 

Oil Jesa ! grant that we, 

Who now but taste of Thee, 
In mystic bread's commemorative rite; 

May meet Thee as Thou art, 

This earthy screen apart, 
Unveil'd, and glorious in Thy realms of light. 
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HYMN fOR THF, NATIVITY. 

FROM HYMNARIUM MOQUNTINUM. 



Nato nobis Salvatore, 
Celebramua cum honore 

Diem Natdliiium: 
Nobi$ datua, nobis natuSy 
Et nobiscnm conversatus. 

Lux et salus Oentium. 

A Saviouii's born to us to-dav, 
lict us make joyful holiday, 

And keep the festival: 
For He was born to bear our sorrows, 
To dwell among us, perish for us, 

A burning light to all. 

Eve first brought death and sorrow in. 
He paid the ransom of her sin. 

With His most precious gore; 
Our bale mankind's first mother wrought. 
But Mary gave the antidote. 

In th' holy cliild she bore. 
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HY}fN FOR THE NATIVITY. 

God's love, tho' ne'er so ill requited, 
Shone down from Heaven on tlie benighted. 

And sent His only Son; 
Who, unrevealed, tho' ever nigh. 
Came, like a Bridegroom, forth with joy, 

To make His mission known. 

He was a warrior strong and great, 
1'hat vanquished death from mortal state : 

On Heav'nly ambassage 
He came, th' appointed course to run. 
Foreshadowed since tlie world begun. 

In God's mysterious page. 

Jesu ! Thy glorious passion brings 
Sweet peace, with healing on her wings; 

And grateful earth shall raise 
To Thee, whose bless'd humiliation 
Has wrought Thy faithful flock's salvation. 

Unending songs of praise. 
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HYMN Of THf: SCHOOL €HlLORf.N. 

Father of Light! whose ready ear 
Ne'er tumM from hapless infant's prayer. 
Nor did the 8agc*s 'quest despise. 
Who asked only to be wise. 

Oh ! teach our simple hearts to know 
The blessings knowledge can bestow; 
And beiid our souls, like sapling tree. 
To truth, to wisdom, and to Thee. 

Let not the goodly seed be sown 
On sterile soil, or stony groun' ; 
Or the great lesson truth imparts 
Fall feckless* on unfruitful hearts. 



♦ mtkaut effect (ScottiehJ. 
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HYMN FOR THE SCHOOL CHILDREN, 

Dispel tlie darkling cloud, that lowers 
O'er budding youth's imperil'd hours; 
That, like the Falcon's stoop, descends 
On unsuspecting innocence. 

Let wisdom crown our riper years 
With Hope, that conscious virtue bears; 
Tliat, in the world's fierce ordeal proved. 
May, like the mountains, stand unmoved. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS. 

FROM THE NOYON BREVIARY. 

-CO- 

Jam radix Jesse floruit ^ 
Et ffirgafrueium genuit ; 
O ter heatum nuntium^ 
Solamsn dulce mentium! 



Yon scion fair, of Jesse's root, 
Hath borne for us a glorious fruit; 
Thrice blessed envoy from on high 
Hail ! sweet consoler ! heavenly joy ! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

The very God, in human mould. 
Who comes, like shepherd to His fold. 
This day to mortal sight displays 
Incarnate God-head face tu face. 

Hallelujah I Hallelujah ! 
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HYMN FOR CURhSTMAS. 

Mary the holy Jesus bore, 
Tho' mother, pure as heretofore; 
Laud Him ye stars, and earth and sea 
Shall clap their hands in symphony. 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

Ye shepherds leave your flocks; and led 
By choirs serapliic, to His shed; 
See where your infant Saviour lies. 
And swell the chorus of the skies. 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

Bise, from your eastern realms afar. 
Ye princes; mark His guiding star; 
And your rich tribute humbly bring, 
Low kneeling to your new-born King. 

HaUelujah! Hallelujah! 
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PSALMUR OAVIOIS LXXX, 



Imitation of the ancient Leonine veree. 

Audi Pastor Israelis! 
Semper ovibus fidelis^ 
Pastor audi; qui canoros 
liegis Angelorum clioros. 

Ab aeterno in seternuTn 
Preesens nuraen, et supernum, 
Veni desuper ; indututn 
Vires, veni nos adjutum. 

Adsis Deus ! prsesens audi ; 
Sient oves tibi cordi; 
Nee averte Soles vultfts, 
Ut peccator sit inultus. 

En ! dejectos gentes vident, 
Infideles et irrident: 
Vae! (juousque irasc^ris. 
Nee precantum miser^ris ? 
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PSALM us DAVIDIS. 

Pane pastis lachrymarum 
Cyathutn preebes amarum : 
Nunquatn populo fulsurus 
Vultus ille, nisi durus? 

Adsis Deus ! prsesens audi ; 
Sient oves tibi cordi; 
Nee averte Soles vultfts, 
Ut peccator sit inultus. 

Vitis uti, qua supremos 
Ferae rapiunt raceinos, 
Periraus ; heu ! parce tristi. 
Ipse Nilo quam tulisti. 

Mauus teude gregis duces; 
Lupos ab ovili truces 
Procul arce; quo vivamus 
In te, neve decidamus. 

Adsis Deus ! prjesens audi ; 
Sient oves tibi cordi; 
Nee averte Soles vultfts 
Ut peccator sit inultus. 



<v w •v 



Whoso liatli dwelt in the Most Iligli, 
And His bright pinions made 

His all •protecting canopy. 
And soul -restoring sliade; 

No mortal ills his soul may scathe, 

Whose shield and buckler's hope and faith. 

His God vill be his sore defence, 
And seraphs guard liia vay, 

'Mid night's consuming pestilence, 
And sliafta that fly by day ; 

For He will guide his feet, and foil 

Tlie fowler's snare, and hunter's toil. 

On asp and adder shall he tread. 

And, with a cliarmi^ foot, 
Shnll bruise the cockatrice's head, 

And they shall harm him not; 
His God shall all his path survey. 
And guardian -an gels keep his way. 
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PSALM XCI. 

And faith -defended shall he stand 
'Mid death's unlovely shade; 

Tho' thousands fall on either hand^ 
Unscathed, and undismayed; 

For great and glorious his reward, 

Because he trusted in his God. 
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HYMN FOR THt; SACRAMENT. 




Come, ye faithful, to the feast, 
Lean upon your Saviour's breast; 
Hark! Seraphic voices call 
To Salvation's festival. 

Oome, with chastened hearts, and pure, 
Come, iu wedding garniture; 
Bread of life He tenders you. 
And wine — that Cana never knew. 

'Twas to ransom you He came. 
Archetype of slaughtered lamb : 
Lord of all — for all He dies, * 
Saviour, Priest, and Sacrifice. 

By His blood for mortals shed, 
By the cross whereon He bled; 
By His pains so meekly borne. 
Tearing scourge, and plaited thorn; 
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JDWfN FOR THE SACRAMENT. 

By the spear, the sponge and reed, 
Death is vanquished — man is freed. 
Lord of all—for all He dies, * 
Saviour, Priest and Sacrifice. 

Come to the marriage of the Lamb; 
'Twas to ransom sin He came; 
He — the sinless and the just, 
The one, the last great holocaust. 



• Pro Htiiversis 

Ithmolatwt Dominus 
Ipse 8acerdo» 
Kxtitit et hostia. 







HVMN FOK THE NATlVin'. 



Deholu llie Orient Star of day 
On a benighted world arise. 

And truth's bright dawning cliase away 
Its all-delnding vanities. 

Let the worn weeper stay her tears; 

The mourner's lamentatiou cease; 
Uehold! the Son of God appears. 

The ransom, and the pledge of peace. 

I'oor was the Heav'n-sent law ffiver, 
And had not where to lay His head; 

And He, that poised the spheres in air, 
Lny groveling in a manger bed. 




HYMN FOR THE NATIVITY, 

Come holy babe — Creator erst. 
Now Saviour of the world, arise: 

Priest — of the holiest priesthood first; 
Tliyself, the last great sacrifice. 

Redeemer ever blessM! to Thee 
All gratitude and glory's meet; 

Eternal as eternity, 

God, Saviour Son, and Paraclete. 
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PSAL'M ni. 



♦<• 



.<\v a— ^.*— >^x"«J^»»»'»"><t»»^«?J~».''^— '— — ■» » v»w 



Turn Ix)rd, Oh turn a gracious ear. 

When meek, and spirit-worn I cry; 
In mercy, listen to my prayer; 

In mercy, help me — or I die. 
Like parched herb in summer-day. 
My strength is withering away; 
My life is fading, and its joys. 
Like vapours, vanish as they rise. 

From very weeping all the night, 

I am emaciate and wan ; 
And like the moping owl, I sit 

All weary, watchful, and alone. 
Fve eaten ashes with my bread. 
And mixM my drink with tears I shed. 
For that my God should angry be: 
So dreadful is His wrath to me. 
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HVM-N. 



"^'^^y^J^ 



Integer vita tceleritqne purut 
Non etjet Mnnri jncvtiM neque arett. 

HOR. 



Thr guileless hearty and guiltless hand. 
In conscience pure, in life unstained. 
Unarmed, unaided, may defy 
The world, and its malignity. 

Tho' weal or penury thy lot, 
(3r the world's smiles bestead thee not; 
E'en He, that hears the young ravens cry, 
Shall all thy needful wants supply. 

Shall keep thee, 'mid the burning sand 
Of lion-breeding Samarcand ; 
Or hyperborean snows, that form 
The dreadful cradle of the storm. 
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H YMiW 

And shepherd-like^ shall gently lead 
CKer deserts howling drearihead^ 
To cooling springs^ and verdant glades^ 
And green Oases' palmy shades. 

Go, where no verdant summers bless 
Th* inhospitable barrenness; 
Where storms perpetually frown. 
And darkness blackens all aroun\ 

Go thou, in Sol's meridian zone, 
Cer wild Savannahs drear and lone: 
His love shall all thy woes beguile. 
And the hoarse wilderness shall smile. 
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HYMN FOR EASTEfi OAY. 

PSALM LXXXVm.. 10-13. 

Wilt Thou work marvels in the Tomb 
My God ? and shall the Dead arise ? 

Shall mercy's boon revoke the doom 
Of man^ and mortal destinies ? 

Shall love celestial appear^ 

In dark oblivion's loathsome shade; 
And everlasting silence hear 

The glad Hosannahs of the Dead? 

Tlie Psalmist sang— with Seer's eyes 
He peered adown the vale of years; 

In spirit, saw the Day-spring rise; 
In spirit, felt His woes and tears: 

In spirit, heard His parting breath. 
The Prayer, tlie cry upon the Tree; 

He saw Him burst the bonds of Death, 
And captive lead captivity. 
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THF. INNOCENTS. 

FROM PRUDENTIU8. 

Salvete JUtm martj^mm, 
Q^o$f lucig ipto in limins, 
Ckristi inteentor nutulitt 
Ceu turbo natceiUet ro$a§. 



Hail little Martyrs, flowers of Heav*nl 

Torn from this lower world. 
Like roses, by the tempest riven. 

E'er yet the bud's unfurled. 
The tenderest, and the first were ye, 

To gain a Martyr's death; 
Beneath the brands. 
Your little hands 

Play*d with the palmy wreath. 

The jealous tjrrant knew too well 

The Boyal Child was born 
To reign a King in Israel, 
And sit on David's throne. 
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THE INNOCENTS. 






Search every mother's breast/' he cried. 
Slay— let not craft connive; 
Their cradles flood 
With infant blood. 

Nor let a male survive/' 

And fearful was the sight to see; 

A barbarous spectacle. 
That warrior-blade should ever be 

Upraised, o'er limbs so small. 
Thy crime. Oh king, is profitless; 

What hath thy frenzy wrought? 
For oii€ hath fled 
The deadly blade. 

That one thy fury sought. 
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PSA I'M X<^. 



Lordf Thou hcut been my refuge. 

From reason's early dawn^ my hearty 
Hath clangs Oh Lord^ to Thee; 

For Thou the one sure refuge art, 
Wliereto the weak may flee. 

Before the mountains were. Thou wast; 

Thy term eternity; 
A century of ages past 

Are but a watch to Thee. 

» 

Thou art from everlasting: man 
A shadow's shade — at most 

Some four- score years of toil and pain 
Are all the strong can boast. 
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PSALM XC. 

(ireen is the grass of morning —bright 

In verdant lustihead; 
At noontide faded— and e'er night 

Cat down, and withered. 

So man^ thine image, for a day 

Parades this vale of tears; 
But at Thy chiding, fades away 

Like grass, and disappears. 

Should'st Thou, but for an hour, withhold 

Thine all-sustaining care. 
His life were as a tale that's told, 

A dream of days that were. 

Oh turn our hearts to wisdom's path. 
And make the heedless see. 

How brief a term the strongest hath. 
That we may live to Thee. 
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HYMN FOR PENTfXOST. 

FROM JAHRH *?» 



Kmi, Sancte Spiritus, 
Et emitie calitua 

iMci* turn ratiium: 
Vent, pater pauperum, 
Veni^ dator munenim^ 

Venij Ivmen cordivm. 

CoHEj Holy Spirit! fount of peace, 
Bright essence of supernal grace, 

With ray celestial, come : 
Come, Father of the poor bereft. 
Sole source of every perfect gift — 

And all our souls illume. 

(Jome, blessed inmate of the heart, 
Thy sweet consoling aid impart: 

Like fountain, cool and clear. 
Refresh the faint and spirit-worn. 
That noontide heat and toil have borne; 

And dry the weeper*s tear. 
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HY\fN FOR PENTECOST, 

Bless*d efflaence of b'ght above! 

With faith*s bright beam^ and burning love, 

Fill all our hearts within: 
But for Thy guiding influence^ man 
Were but a shadow^ void and vain. 

And all his thoughts but sin. 

Cleanse the unhallowed; nor confound 
The seed that falls on stony ground; 

And shed Thine healing balm; 
Bend tlie stiff-necki^d, lofty souFd; 
Cheer the dispirited; and fold 

The weary wandering lamb. 

Thy sacred refuge grant to those, 
That faith unfeigned in Thee repose. 

And on Thy word rely : 
And when their course is run, areed * 
Salvation's boon, and virtue's raced — 

Eternity of joy. 



* Adjudge, 
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PRAI.iM CXIV. 



. X ^ VX^w —^ 



When Israel came 

From Mizraim^ 
From out the stranger's land; 

His God was aye 

His sanctuary. 
His guard, his guiding hand. 

The sea beheld 

His waves repell'd, 
And stayM was Jordan's stream; 

The mountains e'en 

And hillocks green 
Skipped, as a little lamb. 

What ailed thee. 

Thou mighty sea. 
That thou didst flee atwain ? 

What power drave 

Thy sacred wave. 
Oh Jordan, back again. 
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FSALM CXIV. 

Ye mountains^ fast. 

From ages pasi^ 
Why skipped ye as a ram? 

Why did ye leap 

Like little sheep^ 
Ye hills of Ephraim ? 

Tremble and fear. 

Your God is near 
Oh earth ! at Whose commands. 

Sweet runnels broke 

From flinty rock. 
Cool streams from parching sands. 
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HYMN, 

FROM JESUITENPOESIE. 

AltUufh quid hie Jaces 

In tarn viii stabulo 7 
Qui crecutti cali f-xeen 

Alge9 in presepio f 

Oh Height supernal ! dost Thou lie 

In lowly stable sleeping? 
Who mad'st the beacons of the sky, 

Art in a inanger weeping? 
What wond'rous things. Oh liord, and vast 

Hast Thou for mortals done! 
What love surpassing, unsurpassed. 

To Eden's exile shewn ! 

Tliy mighty strength is weak indeed, 

Thy vastness, but a span; 
Art bound— who all niankind hast freed ; 

Eternal, yet a man. 
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//r.i/.v. 

What wond'rous things. Oh Lord, and vast 
Hast Thou for mortals done! 

Wliat love surpassing, unsurpass'd, 
To Eden's exile shewn ! 

Thy lips imbibe the virgin stream; 

The tear-drop lights Thine eye; 
Exulting angels catch the beam. 

And Heav'n resounds with joy. 
What wond'rous things. Oh Lord, and vast 

Hast Thou for mortals done! 
Wliat love surpassing, unsurpassed, 

To Eden*s exile shewn ! 
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PSAl.M X€ni. 



The Loril is King — the Mighty One, 

In Godlike glory (light ; 
His avord of strength He's girded uii, 

And donn'd His robes of light. 

'I'll' eternal pillars of His throne 

On firmament He laid ; 
Before eternity begnn. 

Or time or worlds were made. 

The rebel waters rose on high, 

'ilie wild tornado blewj 
Hat He that made the earth and sky. 

Is Lord of ocean too. 



And tho' the sea rage horribly. 
And tho' the tempest foam; 

The Lord is mightier than the se 
More dreadful than the storm. 




AO VF.SPERAS. 

Jute Pascham. 



IMITATION OF THE ANCIENT LEONINE. 



ScRLERATi, scelerati, 
Quid lion meruistis pnti ? 
Infideles^ furibundi^ 
Extinxistis lucera mundi. 

Venit suis — nolufire 
Sui Domiimm habere, 
Angelorum qui concentu 
Collaudatus est adventu : 

Quo et moriente, lumen 
Deinptura confitetur Numen; 
Ipsa tremuit et tellus, 
Tantum nt videret seel us. 
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AD VFSPEHAS. 

Cseci, csecos ut ducentes, 
Tniiocentem perseqaentes, 
Ob invidiee furorem, 
Trucid&re Salvatorem. 

Spretus et rejectus homo, 
Exul a cselesti domo, 
Mutus, agnus ut toiisorem, 
Plagas subit, et dolorem. 

Ab iniquo judicata, 
Libens ivit cruciatu; 
Nee invitus, agnus arae 
Mundum moritur servare. 

Moses ut, desertis fens, 
Attulit serpentem sens, 
Ut qui morsu vulnerentur, 
Modb spectent, et sanentur, 

Ille, — fax ardenti luce, 
Elevatur super cruce; 
Qub et omnes qui visuri, 
Sient illi credituri. 
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AD VESPER AS. 

Qai et freti fide par&^ 
Pcenitentes salvatar&^ 
Mortem ob beatam^ sui 
Possent Paradiso fnii. 

Gloria, honos, laus, potestas 
Vobis, una quSis majestas, 
Unum Numen,— A salvete. 
Pater, Fili, Paraclete! 
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PSA(.M €Xi.VI. 



Praise the Lord, Oh my soul ! 

Thy gratefol voice upraise 
In joyful anthems all day long. 
In matin hymn, and even-song; 

Yea — while I live, Vl\ praise. 

There is no help in man. 
Wherein to put thy trust: 
For when this vital breath shall cease, 
His vain imaginings are peace. 
And all his glory dust. 

But God, who spread the Heavens, 
And made the Earth and Sea, 
Shall be thy help, thy hope unfailing. 
Thy staff, thy succour all-prevailing; 
When there is none but He. 
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PSALM CXLVT. 

He hears the poor that cry — 
He succours the oppressed — 
He grants the captive to be free, 
Tlie lame to walk, the blind to see. 
And gives the wearied rest. 

He feeds the hungering soul ; 

The fallen and forlorn 
Forsakes He not, but cherishes 
The desolate and fatherless ; 

And comforts them that mourn. 

He is thy King, Oh Zion : 

His everlasting word 
iShall live, when time has ceased to be, 
And blessM ten thousand times be he 

That trusts in Sion's God. 
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HYMN. 

PROM PnUOCNTIUS. 
(Puurth Cmlurr-t 

Cnltor Dti mimmlo, 

Rortm tubiiMt Maaclum, 
Tt ciriim 



Bethink thee Christian — who 
Before tlie font Uath stood, 

Think on that holy dew, 
Tliat hath thy soul renew'il. 

When to thy lowly bed 
All labor- w urn thoa hie^t, 

Cross thy reciiniug head. 
Or yet to rest thou lieat. 

The holy cross defies 

Hall uci nations foul ; 
And dark delusion flies 

The cross-devoted soul. 
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Away, vain shades of niglit. 
Ye wiles that shun the (lav : 

Thou demon of deceit. 
Father of lies ! away. 

Avaunt ye, Powers of hell. 
Whose e'er insidious wile, 

And machinations fell. 
The sleeping heart beguile. 

Behold the Son of God! 

Avaunt — for well ve know, 
I'his sign of holy rood 

Can all your pow'r overthrow, 

And tho' this body seems 
By torpid sleep oj^pre^s'd; 

Yet Christ, by holy dreams, 
Will sanctify thv rest. 
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MATIN HVMN. 

FROM HILARIUS. 
[Fourth Century.] 

Luci* largitor aplendidt, 
Cujws nereno iumine 
Post I-apta noctit tempora 
Diet refu9U9 panditnr. 



Oh glorious source of liglit 
Whose all-inspiring ray 
Breaks on the world, when night 
Resigns her sway. 

Thou'rt the true morning-star — 
No lesser orb nnay be 
The frail, faint harbinger 
Of light, from Thee. 

Thou art our light — our day — 
Material suns grow dull, 
Before Thy burning ray, 
That fires the soul. 
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MATIN HYMN. 

Come, light paternal ! come — 
Thou that ha^st all thiugs made : 
Fearful indeed our doom. 
Without Thine aid. 

That the full soul of grace 
No wily frauds ensnare; 
Nor Satan's ban deface 
Qod's image there. 

And 'mid the needful cares 
Of life, may ever strive 
To keep Thy sacred laws, 
And sinless live. 

A chasten*d spirit cleanse 
The sin-polluted heart; 
And saintly innocence 
This earthly part. 

Thus be our faithful pray'r; 
Thus each new dawn employ; 
To bless Thy nightly care 
With songs of joy. 
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For Old ii mf King of 0I.I, 



My Uod, my King uf oldl 

Thy mighty hands 
Subdued tU' cliaotic nmr 
Of elemental war: 

Aud 'mid the wild expanse 
Of seas primeval. Land 
Upspniiig at Thy command ; 
And Behemoth fell— ban'd 

By Thy puissance. 



Thy fiat brought forth the light — 

At Thy behest, 
The wond'ring snn and moon, 
llEveil'd, in glory shone 

O'er earth's dark barren waste. 
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y/rj/.v. 

And ' the seasons gonial round 
Smiled on the teeming ground; 
And day with joy was crown'd, 
And night with rest. 

Thou bad'st the sea divide — 

And all subdued^ 
On either hand, like walls 
Of molten emeralds^ 

The trembling billows stood. 
And for Thy chosen flock. 
Refreshing waters broke 
From Horeb^s cloven rock. 

And parching sod. 

Let all creation praise Thee — 

King supreme ! 
And hallelujahs loud 
Peal from the burning cloud 

Of harping Cherubim : 
While all the firmament 
Ring out with sweet concent 
Of men and angels, blent 

In one grand theme. 
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ISAIAH XII. 

"And in that dajf shall thou tMjf*' 

Thou art my hope, Oh God, my trust, 

I ne'er will be afraid : 
But I will ble3s Thee mght and day, 
Who hast, in mercy, turned away 

Thine anger, when I pray'd. 

The Lord Jehovah is my strength ; 

My never-ceasing theme 
Of song— the well, whence all may draw 
Salvation's waters, bright and pure. 

In unexhausting stream. 

Then praise thy King, exalt His name, 

01) Zion, shout aloud 
Hosannahs to thine Holy One, 
Tell out the wondrous works He's done. 

And cry, Behold our God. 
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S T A H A T \\ A T K R . 



BY JACOPONUS. 



'—. 



(Riid of Tliinl Ontnry.) 

Siahat mater dolorona 
Juxta erwrem lanymnna, 
Jhtm pendebat JifiuB, 
Cnjutt animam penunfem 
Contrittaufem ac dotentem 
Perfratuivit p fad tut. 



The monrning mother, pale and wan 
Stood weeping by the Cross, whereon 

Her Son was nailed to die. 
Whose racked and writhing soul was sinit. 
As tho^ a sword were piercing it. 

With mortal agony. 

How was she tried ! poor sorrowing one, 
Bless'd mother of that blessed Son, 
Her fir^it — her only born : 
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STAB AT MATER. 

Aud drear^ and doleful was her state^ 
A» trembliug, at His feet she sate. 
To watch His passing groan. 

Who could compassion's tear controul, 
His Saviour's mother to behol' 

In such affliction; 
Or shut his heart to sympathy, 
A tender parent's pang to see. 
Lamenting o'er a Son. 

'Twas for her nation's sins indeed. 
She saw the holy Jesus bleed. 

The tearing scourge beneath; 
It was her own, her darling Son, 
Whose dying throes she gazed upon, 

Eorsa'en, and pale in death. 

Hail ! holy mother, fount of love ! 
Inspire my spirit from above, 

That I, with thee, m«ay grieve : 
That this cold earthly heart may burn 
For Christ, my Saviour, in its turn; 

And to His glory live. 
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ST A BAT MATEiL 

« 

Oh mother! holy as thou art^ 
Inflict His sorrows ou my hearty 

The flesh to crucify: 
That I may feel some little share 
Of the sad wounds He deigned to bear 

For sinners, such as I. 

Oh give me tears, like thine, to shed 
For him,, their malice crucified, 

While yet I live to weep; 
And like thee, stand beside the rood. 
With thee, in sorrowing gratitude. 

His holy vigil keep. 



Purest and best of Virgins ! hence 
Shed thy benignant influence, 

To make me mourn with thee; 
And carry to my latest breath, 
Pain for His pains, and cruel death. 

He underwent for me; 

To bear the stripes He bore for us. 
For love, to glory in His Cross, 
In holy extacy; 
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ST A HAT MATEIi. 

That, wlien before tlie Throne I stand. 
My soul, all faith-infired, may find 
All advocate in tliee. 

Uh I may Uia Crosa, and parting cry. 
Strength, peace, and constancy supply 

In my last agonies ; 
And, when this dust to dust leturn. 
My soul, on seraph-wings, be bourne 

To Him — in paradise. 




€ONTl.{5SiON. 



1\\RKNDUM est, Cedendum est, 

Claudenda vit«e scena ; 
Est jacta sors. Me vocat mors, 

Hsec liora est postreroa! 
Valete res, Valete spes : 

SIC FINIT (;antilena. 

JeanUenpoenie. 




NOTES. 



Pag€ 8, Lines 10 to 16.—*- It» infant tah, «fr." 

Nothing 18 known of the origin of this very ancient Chapel, so romanticallj 
rituated at the mouth of the little harbour of Ilfracombe; or whether it waa 
originallj intended for the double office of Oratory and Light-house. But 
notice of the latter is found as early as 1522, in Vbasbt'b Kcgister. 

" In CapellA S. Nicholai super Portum villae de Ilfracombe fundat&, luminare 
quoddam singulis annis pertot^im hyemem, noctumis temporibus, in 8ummitat« 
dictas Capellae ardens, velut stella, nocte comiscans invenitur/* 

When the means of supporting it failed, the Bishop offered all true 
penitents (Odays* indulgence: *'Quiaddicti luminaris sustentationem manua 
porrexerint adjutrices." 

Tradition tells that it was the resort of Pilgrims : and that Mariners made 
their vows and offerings there. It is called Lantern Hill, and inhabited by the 
person who has care of the light. 



Page 22.—" I »ee theJlowWeU, ^c." 

Quali i fioretti dal nottumo gelo 

Chinati e chiiui poi che '1 Sol gl' imbianca. 
Si drixzan tutti aperti in loro stclo. 

Uaktr, Inf., c. ii , 127. 
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HOTKS. 



Page 28 —*• Jlerae shall he" 

The Herse was a framewprk of iron or brass, placed over ancient monu- 
ments to carry the lights, with which thej were illuminated bj night; and 
also the canopj or pall. Those of iron were generally for temporary use only, 
and were seldom preserved. There is a very perfect one in Tanfield Church, 
a little village in Yorkshire. 



Page 54.—" Conlackr 

There is so strong resemblance between this Ballad and the Persian tale of 
'* Zohrab and Rustum/' that they have probably a common origin ; or was the 
Oriental or the Celtic the original P 

Dunscaick was a stronghold in the Isle of Skye, of which the ruins yet 
exist. 

Dundalgin is the modern Dundalk. See the original Gaelic, with version, 
in the Dean of Libmorb's Book, and also that of Ewbh M'Obmib. (Page 
114.) 



Page QS.—" Petrarch:' 

It is scarcely possible to give, by translation, an adequate idea of the 
delicacy and beauty of many of the Sonnets of Pkt R abc ii . Like the form of the 
Sonnet, in which they are written, they are eeeentialljf Italian. Though the 
Sonnet be occasionally adopted by some of our finest Poets— Siiakbbpxab, 
Milton, Sfbvcbs— it is foreign to the spirit of English poetry; and perhaps 
no part of their writings arc so little read and appreciated as their Sonnets. 
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V0TK8. 



Fage 104.—" Thov, nohU tpintr 

This fine Ode is generally supposed to be addressed to the spirit of Cola db 
RiBHZi, " the last of the Tiibunes.** BsoLcni considers this an error, and that 
it was intended by the Author to address Stbfano Colobva, on his eloTation 
to the Senatorship of Borne. Both were friends of Pbtbascb, and for both he 
appears to have had the highest esteem. The object of it was to awaken the 
ancient spirit of the Boxnans, to regenerate Italy and its Capitol, prostrated and 
demoralized by the Guelphic dvil wars, and the factions of her leading families; 
whose feuds, continually carried on by means of armed bands of hired ruffians, 
called Condottieri, kept the country in a perpetual state of war and misery. 



Paffe 107, line 10.—" Holy Churchr 

Alluding to the pride and dissolute lives of the Hierarchy, and hinting the 
appropriate remedy : — 



Hi rootus animorum atque hoBC certamina tanta 
Pulveris exigui jaetu compressa quiescent. 



ViBO., G. 4. 



Tage 107, Wjm 15.— "Bears, LioMt WoU>e$.'* 

The bearings and ensigns of the great families of Bome, whose dissentions 
were desolating her, and were enemies of the CoLOirirA family. 

The great Column figures the distinguished family of Colonva, the friends 
and patrons of PsTBABcn. 
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HOTBB. 



Page 108, line 7.— "Holier Father:* 

The Pope, then resident at Avignon, and whollj engaged in disputes and 
intrigues with the Emperors of Germany, to the total neglect of his proper 
duties. A delicate, but keen piece of satire. 



Page 109.—" Italia ! Italia ! " 

This mnch-admired Sonnet was written in reprobation of the then custom 
of introducing foreigners into Italy, to fight the battles of the contending 
factions. 



Page 213.—" O eeca viatorum" 

It is difficult to sHy when rhyme was first introduced into Latin verse; 
occasional instances of it are of great antiquity ; but it seems to have become 
more general about the 3rd and 4th century, and much used in the services of 
the Church. 

As language degenerated, and required the aid of false ornament, antithesis 
and rhyme were more adopted, and especially by hymn writers. The rules of 
qvantitjif and prosody were gradually neglected, and latterly entirely gave place 
to emphasis and accent. 

The name of Leonine was given to these verses from Leon tins or Leoniuus, 
a Canon of St. Benedict at Paris, who lived about a.d. 1136, and was a 
celebrated composer, though not the inventor, of them. 

The dimeter trochaic and iambic are the principal metres in ecclesiastical 
use ; the ordinary English lyric metre ; and it is probable that a large portion 
of them were written by Walter Mapbs and other English monks of the 
middle ages. 
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H0TE8. 



Many of them have considerable beautj of their own, and are Tonerabie for 
their antiquitj. In themselves simple, pathetic, and often eloratod, their eflfect 
has been rendered irresistible by the beautiful music of the most celebrated 
composers, to which they have beon adapted. 

Among the first in merit stand the " Dies iras " and ** Stabat Mater." The 
former has been well translated by Bishop Hbbkr. Of the latter (so well 
known fur its music), a humble but literal version is attempted at page 256. 
It was written by Jacopokus, an Italian poet, and friend of Dahtb, who died 
lit an advanced age, a.d. 1300. It is essentially a Roman Catholic hymn. 



Page 261. -" HUanus." 

m 

HiLARius, Bishop of Poictiers, is said to have been eminent in these 
compositions ; also Ambbosius, Bishop of Milan, and Pbudbrtiub, with 
whom he was contemporary, about the middle of the 4th century. The larger 
portion of their hymns were not in rhyme. 
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Page 5, 


Line 


: 2, 


for Hilbw 


read Hilsbro. 


„ 5, 


n 


12, 


»> 


mariner 


>i 


the manner. 


., 7, 


» 


12, 


» 


miscre 


>i 


miserere. 


„ 14, 


» 


11, 


Jl 


monarch 


>> 


a monarch. 


„ 15, 


»> 


16, 


>l 


knew 


n 


know. 


„ 29, 


i» 


12, 


» 


or 


» 


oh! 


„ 39, 


» 


4, 


>» 


Lisba 


,} 


Lesbia. 


„ 43, 


»> 


12, 


>» 


affection 


t» 


affliction. 


„ 46, 


»» 


3, 


» 


Glyncera 


» 


Glycera. 


„ 48, 


»> 


3, 


» 


with 


» 


and. 


„ 55, 


i> 


3, 


l> 


in 


j» 


is. 


» 106, 


end of last line, „ 


• 


)» 


• 
• 


„ 106, 


end of first line, „ 


9 


» 


• 


„ 110, 


line 8 




sober 


„ 


sob'rer. 


„ 173, 


» 


4. 


>» 


have 


»> 


hare. 


„ 185, 


w 


26, 


four lines omitted, 


viz. : 





Simplicity I long shall rue — 

Tis not that I afforded you 

A home, and hospitable aid 

I grieve : but there, I should have staid. 



„ l.Hr, 



»» 



6, 



» 



» 



And. 



n. T. COOER AHD son, FRIIITEBB, OTOB STRBKT, WAKWICK. 
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